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WILLIAM CdWPEIt. 



GoWPER was the descendant of an ancient and 
honourable &niily. His father was the secotid soil 
of Spenser Cowper (a jounger brother of the Lord 
Chancellor CowT[Jer) who Was appointed chief jus* 
tice of Chester in 171?, and afterwards a judge in 
the court of Connnon Pleas. He died m iT^i 
leaving a daughter, Judith, a young lady, who ha<l 
a decided taste for poetry, and who married Colo- 
nel Madan, and transmitted her poetical taste and 
devotional spirit to a daughter. This daughter 
was muried to her cousin Major CoWper, and was 
afterwards the friend and correspondent of our 
poet. His father, John Cowper, entered into the 
church, and became rector of Great Berkhamstead, 
in Hertfordshire. John married Anne, the daughter 
of Roger I>onne, esq. of Ludlam Hall, in Norfolk, 
by whom he had several children, who died in 
their infancy, and two sons, William and John, who 
survived their rtiother. William Was born at Berk- 
hamstead Nov. 26, 1731, and from his infancy ap- 
pears to have been of a very delicate habit both of 
mind and body. 



4 LIFE OF WILLIAM COWPER* 

To such a child the loss of a mother is an incal- 
culable misfortune, and it must have been particu- 
larly so to young Cowper. In his biog^pher's 
opinion, it contributed in the highest degree to the 
dark colouring of his subsequent life. Undoubt- 
edly when a child requires a more than ordinary 
share of attention, the task can seldom be expected 
to be performed with so much success as by a mo- 
ther, who to her natural affection joins that pa- 
tience and undisturbed care which are rarely to be 
found in a father ; but at the same time, it may be 
remarked that Cowper's very peculiar frame of 
mind appears to have been independent of any ad- 
vantages or misfortimes in education. 

In 1737, the year of his mother's death, he was 
sent to a school in Hertfordshire, under the conduct 
of Or. Pitman, but was removed from it, at what 
time is uncertain, on account of a complaint in l^s 
eyes, for which he was consigned to tne care of a 
female oculist for the space of two years. It does 
not, however, appear that he profited so much 
from her aid, as from the small-pox, which seized 
him at the age of fourteen, and removed the com- 
plaint for the present, but left a disposition to in- 
flammation, to which he was subject nearly the 
whole of his life. 

In Uertfordshirie u well as at Westminster- 
school, to which he was removed, he .is reported to 
have suffered much from the wanton tyranny of 
his school-fellows, who, with the usual unthinking 
cruelty of youth, triumphed over the gentleness 
and timidity of his spirit. As he inforroa us, how- 
ever, that he « excelled at cricket and football," 
he could not have been wholly averse from join- 
ing in youthful sports, yet his uneasiness from the 
behaviour of his companions was such, that in Jiis 
advanced years he retained none but painful recol- 
lections of a period which men in general remem- 
ber with more pleasure than any other of their 
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lives, lliese recollections no doubt Miimated hit 
pen vith more than his usual seyerity in exposing 
the abuses of public schools, to which he uniformly 
prefers a domestic education. 

He left Westminster school in 1749, at the age 
of eighteen, and was articled to Mr* Chapman, an 
attorney, for the space of three years. This pe- 
riod he professed to employ in acquiring a species 
of knowledge which he was never to bring into 
use, and to which his dispontion must have been 
averse. We are not told Whether he had been 
consulted in this arrangemen't', but it was probably 
suggested as that in which his fiunily interest 
might avail him. His own account may be relied 
on. "I did actually live three years with Mr. 
Chapman, a solicitor, that is to sav, I slept three 
years in his house, but 1 lived, that is to say, I spent 
my days in Southampton-Row, ast you very well re- 
member. There was I, and the future Lord Chan- 
cellor (Thurlow) constantly employed from morn- 
ing to night in giggling and making giggle, instead 
of studjring the law." Yet with this apparent 
gaieU de caur, and with every advantage, natural 
and acquired, that bade fair for his advancement 
in public life, he was kept back, by an extreme de- 
gree of modesty and shyness, from all intercourse 
with the world, except the society of a few friends, 
who knew how to appreciate his character, and 
among whom he found himself without restraint. 
The loss of a friend and of a mistress appears, 
among other adversities, to have aggravated his 
sufferings at this time, and to have strengthened 
that constitutional melancholy which he delighted 
to paint, and which, it is feared, he loved to in- 
dulge. 

When he had ftilfilled the term of his engage- 
ment in Mr. Chapman's office, he entered the Tem- 
ple with a view to the further study of the law, a 
profession that has been more frequently deserted 

A 2 
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than any other by men of lively genius. Cowper 
was destined to add another instance to the niun- 
ber of those who, under the appearance of apply- 
ing to an arduous and important public study, have 
employed their time in the cultivation of wit and 
poetry. He is known to have assisted some con- 
temporary publications with essays in prose and 
verse, and, what is rather more extraordinary, in a 
man of his purity oif conduct, cultivated the ac- 
quaintance of Churchill, Thornton, Lloyd, and Col- 
man, who had been his school-fellows at Westmin- 
ster. It is undoubtedly to Churchill and Lloyd, 
that he alludes in a letter to Lady Hesketh, dated 
Sept. 4^ 1765. " Two of my friends have been 
cut off during my illness, in the midst of such a life 
as it is frightftil to reflect upon, and here am I, in 
better health and spirits, than 1 can almost remem- 
ber to have enjoyed before, after having spent 
months in the apprehension of instant death. How 
mysterious are the ways of Providence I Why did 
I receive grace and mercy ? Why was I preserved, 
afflicted for my good, received, as I trust, into fa- 
vour, and blessed with the greatest happiness 1 
can ever know, or hope for in this life, while these 
were overtaken by the great arrest, una wakened, 
unrepenting, and every way unprepared for it ?" 

About the period alluded to, he assisted Colman 
with some papers for the Connoisseur, and proba- 
bly Thornton and Lloyd, who then carried on va- 
rious periodical undertakings ; but the amount of 
what he wrote cannot now be ascertained, and was 
always so httle known, that on the appearance of 
his first volume of poems when he had reached his 
fiftieth year (1782,) he was considered as a new 
writer. But his general occupations will best ap- 
pear in an extract from one of his letters to Mr. 
Park, in 1792. " From the age of twenty to thirty- 
three" (when he left the Temple,) " I was occupied, 
3r ought to have be^n^ in the i^tudy of thQ law .- 
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from thirty-three to sixty^ I have spent my time in 
the country, where my reading has been only an 
apoloj^y for idleneso, and where, when 1 had not 
a mag^ine or a review, I was sometimes a carpen« 
ter, at others a bird-cage maker, or a gardener, or 
drawer of landscapes. At fifty years of age I com- 
menced an author :-^t is a whim that has served 
me longest, and best, and will probably be my last." 
His first poetical effort was a translation of an ele- 
gy of Tibullus, made at the age of fourteen : at. 
eighteen he wrote tlie verses On finding the Heel 
of a Shoe { but as little more of his juvenile poetry 
has been preserved, the steps of his progress to 
that perfection which produced The Task, cannot 
now be traced. 

Unfit as he was from extreme diffidence to ad* 
vance in his profession, his family interest procured 
him a situation which seemed not ill adapted to 
gratify his very moderate ambition, while it did not 
much interfere with his repugnance to public life. 
In his thirty -fourth year, he was nominated to the 
offices of reading clerk, and clerk of the private 
committees of the House of Lords. But in this ar- 
rangement his friends were disappointed. It pre- 
sented to his mind the formidable danger of reading 
in public, which was next to speaking in public ; his 
native modesty therefore recoiled at the thought, 
and he resigned the office. On this, liis friends 
procured him the place of clerk of the journals of 
the House of Lords, the consequence of which is 
thus related by Mr. Hayley. 

" It was hoped from the change of his station 
that his personal appearance in parliament might 
not be required, but a parliamentary dispute made 
it necessary for liim to appear at the bar of the 
House of Lords, to entitle himself publicly to the 
office. 

" Speaking of this important incident in a sketch, 
which he once formed himself of passages in his 
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early life, he expresses what he endured a;tthe 
time, in these remarkable words : ' They whose 
spirits are formed like mine, to whom a public ex- 
hibition of themselves is mortal poison, may have 
some idea of the horrors of my situation— others 
can have none.' 

" His terrors on this occasion arose to such an 
astonishing hei|fht that they utterly overwhelmed 
his reason : for although he had endeavoured to 
prepare himself for tiis public duty, by attending 
closely at the office for several months, to examine 
the parliamentary journals, his application was ren- 
dered useless by that excess of diffidence which 
made him conceive, that, whatever knowledge he 
might previously acquire, it would all forsake him 
at the bar of the house. This distressing appre- 
hension increased to such a degree, as the time for 
his appearance approached, tliat when the day, so 
anxiously dreaded, aiTived, he was unable to try 
the experiment. The very friends who called on 
him for the purpose of attending him to the house of 
lords, acquiesced in the cruel necessity of his re- 
linquishing tlie prospect of a station so severely 
formidable to a fmme of such singular sensibility. 

" The conflict between the wishes of just, aflTec- 
tionate ambition and the terrors of diffidence, so 
entirely overwhelmed his health and faculties, that 
after two learned and benevolent divines (Mr. John 
Cowper, his brother, and the celebrated Mr. Mar- 
tin Madan, his first cousin) had vainly endeavoured 
to establish a lasting tranquillity in his mind, by 
friendly and religious conversation, it was found 
necessary to remove him to St. Alban's, where he 
residi'd a considerable time, under the care of that 
eminent physician, Dr. Cotton." 

The period of his residence here ihs from De- 
cember 1763, to July 1764, and the mode of his in- 
sanity appears to have been that of religious de- 
spondency ; but this, aboot the last mentioned date. 



Un OV -WILLIIX COWFIB. 9 

gave way to more cbeerin§^ views, which at first 
presented themselves to his mind during a perusal 
<if the third chapter of St. Paul's Epistle to the 
Romans. 

After his recovery from this awful visitation, he 
determined to retire from the . busy world alto- 
gether. Finding his mind alienated from the con- 
versation and company, however select, in which 
he had hitherto delighted, and looking back with 
particular horror on some of his former associa^ 
tions, by the advice of his brother, the Rev. John 
Cowper, of Bennet College, Cambridge, he re- 
moved to a private lodging in Huntingdon. He had 
not, however, resided long in this place, before he 
was introduced into a family that had the honour 
for many years of administering to his happiness, and; 
of evincing a warmth of friendsl^ip of which there: 
are few examples. 

This intercourse was begun by Mr. Cawthorn 
Unwin, a young man then a student of Cambridge/^ 
and son to the Rev. Mr. Unwin, rector of Grimston. 
Mr. Unwin the younger, was one day so attracted 
by Cowper's uncommon and interesting appear- 
ance, that he attempted to solicit bis acquaintance, 
and achieved his purpose with such Tcciprocity of 
delight, that Cowper was finally induced to take up 
his abode with his new friend's amiable family, 
which then consisted of the Kev. Mr. Unwin, Mrs, 
Unwin, the son just mentioned, and a daughter. 
It appears to have. been about the month of Sep- 
tember 1765, that he formed this acquaintance, and 
about February 1766, he became an inmate in the 
family. In July 1767, Mr. Unwin senior, was killed 
by a fall from his horse. The letters which Mr. 
Hayley has published, describe in the clearest light 
the singularly peaceful and devoted life of the 
amiable writer, during his residence at Huntingdon, 
and this melancholy accident which occasioned his 
removal to a distant courttrv. 
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About this time he added to the number of his 
friends, the venerable and pious John Newton, rec- 
tor of St. Mary Woolnoth, London, but then curate 
of Olney in Buckinghamshire, who being consulted 
by Mr. Cowper as to an eligible rendence for Mrs. 
Unwin, recommended a house at Olney, to which 
the lady, her daughter, and our poet removed on 
the 14th of October, 1767. At this residence, en- 
deared to them by the company and public ser- 
vices of a man of congenial sentiments, Cowper 
for some years continued to enjoy those blessiqgs 
of a retired and devotional life which had consti- 
tnted bis only happiness since his recovery. His 
correspondence at this era evinces a placid train of 
sentiment, mixed with an air of innocent ^ety, 
that must have afforded the highest satisfaction to 
his friends. Amon^ other pleasures of the purest 
kind, he delighted in acts of benevolence, and aa 
he was not rich, he had the additional felicity of 
being employed as an almoner m the secret bene- 
volences of that most charitable of all human be* 
ings, the late John Thornton, Esq, an opulent mer- 
chant of London, whose name he has immortalized 
in his poem on Charity, and in some verses on his 
death, which Mr. Hayley first published. Mr. 
Thornton allowed Mr. Newton the sum of 200/. per 
annuMf for the use of the poor of Olney, and it was 
the joint concern of Bfr. Newton and Mr. Cowper 
to distribute this sum in the most judicious and 
useful manner. Such a bond of union could not 
fail to increase their intimacy. " Cowper," says 
Mr. Newton 'Moved the poor: he often visited 
them in their cottages, conversed with them in the 
most condescending manner, sympathized with 
them, counselled and comforted them in their dis- 
tresses; and those who were seriously disposed, 
were often cheered and animated by his prayers." 
Of their intimacy, the same writer speaks in these 
emphatic terms-*-** For nearly twelve years we 
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were seMom separated for seven hours at a time, 
when we were awake and at home. The first six I 
passed in daily adnuring and aiming to imitate him : 
during the second six, I walked pensively with 
lum in the valley of the shadow of death." Among 
other finendly services about this time, he wrote 
for Mr. Newton some beautiful hymns, which the 
latter introduced in public worship, and published 
in a collection long before Cowper was known as 
a poet. 

In 1770, his brother John died at Cambridge, an 
event which made a lasting, but not unfavourable 
impression on the tender and affectionate mind of 
twr poet. While the circumstances of this event 
wer^recent he committed them to paper, and they 
were puhludied by Mr. Newton in 1803. Cowper 
afterwards introduced some lines to his memoiy in 
the Task : 

-^* (bad a brother once, 
^eaieeto the memory of a itian of worth, 
A'laan of lettert,UMl (tfmanlien too,*' Kcc. 

Tor some years his brother withstood, but finally 
adopted, our author's opinions in religious matters ; 
and severely as the survivor felt the loss of so amia- 
ble a relative, it produced no other effect on his 
mind than to increase his confidence in the princi- 
ples he had adopted, and to rejoice in the consola- 
tions he derived from them. 

From this period, his life affords little for narrative 
until 1773, when, in the language of his biogra- 
pher, *' he sank into such severe paroxysms of re- 
linous despondency, that he required an attendant 
of the mpst gentle, vigilant, and inflexible spirit. 
Such an attendant he found in that faithful guar- 
dian (Mrs. Unwin) whom he had professed to love 
as a mother, and who watched over him, during 
this long fit of depressive malady, extended through 
several years, with that perfect mixture of tender- 
ness and fortitude, which constitutes the ine^vrnv 



ble influence of maternal protection. 1 v'nh ti/ 
pais rapidly orer this calamitous period, and ilult 
only obierre, tbat nothing could Hirpan tbe nifTer- 
infa of the patient, or ejcel the care of the nime. 
TB«t menttnious care received from heaven the 
most delightfiil of all rewardi,in aeeing the pure 
and powerful mind to whose restoration it con- 
tributed 90 much, not only trradually t«Kared to the 
Comnion enjo;nientH of life, but fuccesaiTely en- 
dowed with nev and marvellousfundsof diventlicd 
talents, add courageous application." 

Hia recovery was alow, and he knew emnigh o£ 
his malady to abstain from literary employment 
while his mind was in any degree unsettled. The 
first amusement a-hich engaf^ed his humane ^flec- 
tions, was the taming of three hares, a circumAance 
that would have scarcely deserred notice unless 
among the memoranda of natural history, if he had 
not given it an ciltaordinary interest in every 
heart by the aniniated account he wrote of this sin- 
gular family. In tbe mean time, bis friends (Mrs, 
Unwin and Mr. Neuton] redoobled their efforts to 
promote his happiness, and to reconcile him to the 
world,in«hichhe bad jet a very important part to 
■et: but as, in 1780, Mr. Newton was obligeil to 
leave Olney, and accept of the living of St. Mary 
Woolnotli, London, he contriied to introduce 
Cowpcr to the friendship of tlie Hcv. Mr. Bull, of 
Newport Pagnell. This gentleman, who had many 
eicellcnt qualities to recommend him as a fit suc- 
cessor to Mr. Neu'ton, soon acquired tbe unreserv- 
ed confidence of our author. It was at Ur. Bull's 
request that he translated several spititual songs 
from the French of Madame De La Hothe Guion, 
wMch have unce been published separately. His 
recovery from tliia second illnen may be dated 
tKm the summer of 1778, after which he began to 
meditate tbote greater eiertiDns upon whi& his 
&ine rests, 
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^ About this time he was advised to make applica- 
tion to Lord Thurlow, who had been one of his ju- 
venile companions^ for some situation of emolu- 
ment, but he declined this from motives of highly 
justifiable delicacy, intimating Uiat he had hopes 
from that quarter, and that it would be better not 
to anticipate his patron's fiivours by solicitation. 
He afterwards sent a copy of liis first volume of 
poems to his lordship, accompanied with a very 
elegant letter, and seems to murmur a little, on 
more occasions than one, at liis lordship's apparent 
neglect. A.^correspondence took place between 
them at a more distant period, but whether fron^ 
want of prater representation of his oituation, or 
from fore^jtfulness, tliis nobleman's interest was 
employed when too late for the purpose which 
Cowper's friends hoped to promot^ It will be 
difficult to impute a want of liberality to Lord 
Thurlow, while his voluntary and generous offer 
to ilr. Jolinson remains on record* 

In the mean time, Gowper continued to amus* 
himself by reading such new books as his friends 
could procure, with writing slrort pieces of poetry, 
tending his tame hares, and birds, and drawings 
landscapes, a talent which he discovered in himself 
very late in life, and which he employed with con- 
siderable skill. In all this perhaps there was not 
much labour, but it was not idleness. A short pas- 
sage in one of his letters to the Uev. WiUiam Un- 
win, datexl May, 1780, will serve to make the dis- 
tinction. " Excellence is providentially placed be- 
yond the reach of indolence, that success may be 
the reward of industry, and that idleness may be 
punished with obscurity and disgrace. So long as 
I am pleased with an employment, I am capable of 
unwearied application, because my feelings are all 
of the intense kind. I never received a Utile plea- 
sure from any thing in my life : if I am delighted it 
is in the extreme. The unhappy C0Ase(\ueivCQ 9^ 

Vol. XXXVL B 
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'vhis temperature is, that my altachinent to any ot 
copation seldom outlives the noveltjr of it. 

Urged, howeTer, by his amiaUe nicnd and com- 
panion, Mrs. ynwin, he employed the winter of' 
1780-lf in preparing his first v<dume of poems for 
the press» consisting of the Table Tislk, Hope* the 
Progress of Brror, Charity, kc. But such was his 
diffidence of their success^ that be appears to have 
been in doubt whether any beokselier would be 
willing to print them on hit own account. He waa 
fortunate enough, however, to find in Mr. Johnaon 
of St. Paul's Church-yard, (his friend Mr. New. 
ton's publisher,) one whose spirit and libenlity 
immecUately set his mind at rest. Tbe Tohime was 
accordingly completed, and Mr. Newton fumiriied 
the preface, a circumatanoe which hit biographer 
attributes to ** his extreme diAdence in regard to 
himself, aud his kind etfemess to grat^ the af- 
fectionate ambition of a friend whom he tenderly 
esteemed." It was publi^ed in 1783. 

The success of this volume was undoubtedly not 
equal to its merit, for his biographer has justly ob- 
senrcil, "^it esiiibits such a diverttty of poetical 
powers, as have been given very rareV» iadeed, to 
any individual of tlie modem, or of the ancient 
world.'' As an apology for the inattention of the 
public to a present of such value, Mr. Havley has 
supposed that lie gave offence by his bold enlog^- 
on Whitfield, <' whom the dramatic satires of F6ot^ 
in his comedy of the Minor, had taught the nation 
to deride as a mischievous fiinatic ;*' and that he 
hazarded sentiments too precise and strict for pub- 
lie opinion. The character of Whitfield, however, 
had been long rescued from the buflboneries of 
Foote, and the public could now bear his eulogiunr 
with tolerable pi<;ience. 

It may be ad *e<I that the volume was introducef! 
into the woH without any of the quacUsli parade 
so frequently adopted, ami bad none of thoee em 
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bclliahineiits by which the eye of the purchaser is 
cMi^t at the expense of his pocket. The periodi- 
cal critics, whose opinions Cowper watched with 
more anxiety than could have been wished in a 
roan so auperior to the common candidates for po- 
etic faroe» were divided, and even those who were 
iMMt favourable betrayed no extraordinary rap- 
turea. In the mean time the work crept slowly 
into notice, and acquired tlie praise of those who 
knew the valae of such an addition to our stock of 
English poetrv. 

Some time D6fore the publication of this volume^ 
Mr. Cowper made a moat important acquisition in 
the IViesdabip and oonTeraation of Lady Aoaten, 
(widow of Sir Robert Austen) whom he found % 
woman of eleguit taste, and of such critic^ powera 
as enabled her to direct his studies by her jud|p- 
ment and encourage them by her pnuse. An acci- 
dental lasit which this lady made to Olney served 
to introduce her to tlie poet, whose shyness gene- 
rally gave way to a disph^r of mental excellence 
and polished manners. In a short time. Lady Aus- 
ten shared his esteem with his older friend Mrs. 
Unwin, although not without exciting some little 
degree of jealousy, which Mr. Hsyley has noticed 
with his usual delicacy. Cowper, without at first 
suapecting that the feelings of Mrs. Unwin could 
be hurt, ** considered tiie cheerful and animating 
society of his new accomplished friend, as a bless- 
ing conferred on him by the signal favour of Pro- 
vidence." Some months after their first interview, 
Lady Austen quitted her bouse in London, and hav- 
in|^ taken up her residence in the parsonugc house 
of Olney, Cowper, Mrs. Unwin, and she, became al- 
most one family, dining always together alternately 
in the houses of the two ladies. 

Among other small pieces which he con)])Oscd at 
the suggestion of Lady Austen, was the celebrated 
ballad of John Gilpin^ the origin of which Mi\ U'Oi>' 
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ley thus relates : ** It happened one aftcrnoor., thu* 
Lady Austen observed him sinking into increasin.''- 
dejection : it was her custom, on these occasions, 
to try all the resources of licr sprij^htly powers for 
his immediate relief. She told him the story of 
John Gilpin (which had been treasured in her me- 
mory from her childiiood) to dissipate the g'loom 
of the passing' hour, its effect on the fancy of 
Cowper had the air of enchantment : he informed 
her the next morning, that convulsions of laughter 
brought on by his recollection of her story, had 
kept him waking during the prrcatest part of the 
night, and that he had turned it into a ballad." 
J^rs. Unwin sent it to the Public Advertiser, where 
tlie late Mr. Henderson, the player, first saw it, and 
conceiving it might serve to display his comic pow- 
ers, read it at Free-Mason's Hall, in a course of si- 
milar entertainments given by himself and Mr. 
Thomas Sheridan. It became afterwards popular 
among all classes of readers, but was not generally 
known to be Cowpcr's until it was added to his se- 
cond volume. 

The public was soon laid under a far higher ob- 
ligation to Lady Austen, for having suggested our 
author's principal poem. The Task, ** a poem," 
savs \h'. Ilavlev, "of such infinite varietv, that it 
seems to include cvei-v suhjfct, and every stvle, 
without :tny dissonance or disorder : and to have 
flowed without effort, from inspired philanthropy, 
eager to impress upon the hcurttt of all readers, 
whatever may lead them, most happily, to the full 
enjoyments of human life, and to the fullaitaiiinieiit 
of heaven." 

This admirable poem appears to havir been writ- 
ten in the vears 178:> aiul 17^4, and underv.trnt 
many careful revisions, 'i'he public hud not dour 
mucli for (yowpor, but he had loo much regard for 
It and for his own character, to ohtnido what was 
incorrect, or might b(^ made better. It was his 
o;)ij):oM, an oi)iMiv;u of «^r^:i'. v. tii/lil i\om si.ch :» 
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critic, that poetry, in order to attain excellence, 
must be indebted to labour ; and it was his corre- 
spondent practice to revise his poems with scrupu- 
lous care and severity. In a letter to his friend 
Mr. Bull, on this poem, he says **I find it severe 
exercise to mould and fashion it to my mind." 
Much of it was written in the winter, a season ge- 
neraliy unfavourable to the author's healtli; but 
there is reason to think that the encouragement 
and attention of his amiable and judicious friends 
animated him to proceed, and that the regularity 
of his prepress was favourable to his health and 
spirits. Disorders, like his, have been known to 
^ve way to some species of mental labour, if vo- 
luntarily undertaken, and pursued with steadiness ^ 
The l'!asik filled up many of those leisure hours, 
for which rural walks and employments would have 
amply provided at a more favourable season. It 
may be added, likewise, that no man appears to 
havtf bad a more keen relish for the snu^ess of a 
winter fire-side, and that, free from ambition or the 
love of grand and tumultuous enjoyments, his lieart 
was elated with gratitude for those humbler com- 
forts which a mmd like his would be apt to mag- 
nify, by reflecting on the misery of those who 
want them. 

In November 1784, Tlie Task was sent to tlie 
press, and he began the Tirocinium, Ihe purport 
of which, in his own words, was, " to censure the 
want of discipline, and the scandalous inattention 
to morals, that obtain in public schools, especially 
in the largest : and to recommend private tuition 
as a mode of education preferable on all accounts: 
to call upon fathers to become tutors of their own 
sons, where that is practicable ; to take home a 
domestic tutor where it is not: and if neither can 
be done, to place them under the care of some ru- 
ral clemrman, whose attention is limited to a few." 

In this year, when he was beginning hh Xrwt^H- 

B 2 
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tion of Homer, the quiet and even tenor oi 
life was disturbed by the necessity he felt of 
ing with Lady Austen. A sliort extract fron 
Hayley, will give this matter as clear explan 
as delicacy can permit. They who cannot fir 
apology for the feelings of both ladies on tbi 
casion, know but little of tlie human heart. 

** Delightful and advantageous as his fricni 
with JLady Austeu had proved, he now beg: 
feel, that it grew impossible to preserve that t 
cord, which liis own pure heai't had led him to 
]>ose not speedily to be broken. Mrs. Ui 
though by no means destitute of mental ac 
plislimcnta, was eclipsed by the brilliancy o; 
poet's new friend, and, natumlly, became un 
under the apprehension of being so : for, to i 
man of sensibility, what evil can be more afflic 
than the fear of losing all mental influence o 
mail of genius and virtue, whom she hud lung 
accustomed to inspirit and to ci^uidc ? 

" Cowper perceived the pamful necessity o; 
crificing a great portion of his present grat: 
tions. He felt that he must relinquisli tliat ant 
friend, whom he regparded as a venerable pai 
or the new associate whom he idolized, na a f 
of a heart and mind peculiarly congenial t 
own. His gratitude for past services of une 
pled magnitude, would not allow him to hcsi 
with a resolution and delicacy, that do tlie hij 
honour to his fcehngs, he wrote a farewell lett 
LAdy Austen, explaining and lamenting the cir 
stances, tliat forced him to renounce the socic 
a friend whose enchanting talents and kindness 
proved instrumental to the revival of his sp 
and to the exercise of his fancy. 

" In those very interesting conferences 
which 1 was honoured by Lady Austen, 1 was 
sistibly led to express an anxious desire foi 
sight of a letter written by Cowper, in a situ 
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that must have called forth all the finest powers of 
his eloquence as a monitor and a friend. The lady 
confirmed me in my opinion that a more admirable 
letter could not be written, and had it existed at 
that time, 1 am persuaded, from her noble frank- 
ness and zeal for the honour of the departed poet, 
she would have g^iven me a copy ; but she ing^enu- 
ously confessed, that in a moment of natural mor- 
tification, she burnt this very tender efiusion. Had 
it been confided to my care, 1 am persuaded I 
should have thought it very proper for publication, 
as it displayed both the tenderness and magnanimi- 
ty of Cowper, nor could I have deemed it a want 
oif delicacy towards the memory of Lady Austen^ 
to exhibit a proof that, animated by the warmest 
admiration of the gpreat poet, whose fanc^ she 
could so successfully call foilh, she was willing to 
devote her life and fortune to his service and pro- 
tection. The sentiment is to be regarded as ho- 
nourable to the lady : it is still more honourable to 
the poet, that, witli such feelings as rendered him 
perfectly sensible of all Lady Austen's fascinating 
power, he could return her tenderness with inno- 
cent gallantry, and yet resolutely preclude himself 
from her society, when he could no longer enjoy 
it without appearing deficient in gratitude towards 
the compassionate and generous guardian of his 
sequestered life. No person can justly blame Mrs. 
Unwin for feeling apprehensive that Cowper's inti- 
macy with a lady of such extraordinary talents, 
might lead him into perplexities of which he was 
by no means aware. This remark was suggested 
by a few elegant and tender verses, addressed by 
the poet to Lady Austen, and shown to me by that 
lady. 

** Those who are acquainted with the unsuspect- 
ing innocence, and sportive gaiety of Cowper, would 
readily allow, if they had seen the verses to which 
1 allude, that tliey are such as he might have adr 



(Irewed to ■ ml latter : but a Ud^ only ctllod br 
that endening nunc, ni>y b« caiily pvdoned, if 
sbe w*i induced by tbem to bope tbat tbey mi^t 
powibly be > prelude to a ttUl dearer aHUnoe. To 
me tbey appeared esprewve of tbat peculiarity in 
Ilia character, a gay and tender gallantry perfectly 
<Uninct ftom amorous altachment. If the lady 
wbo waa the aubject ot the veraea, had given them 
to me ^th a permiauonto print tbein, I ahould 
have thought the poet bimaelf might have approv- 
ed of their appeaiance, accompanied with auch 
a commentary." 

Notwithstanding thii interruption to his tranquil- 
lity, for such it certainly prored, although he was 
conscious that he had acted the part wMch wa* 
roost honoundile to him, he proceeded with the Ti- 
rocinium, and the other piecea which compoaEd his 
second volume. These were publiabed in 1785, 
and loon engaged the attention and admiration of 
the public in a way that left him no regret ftar the 
cool reception and slow pnwress of his nrst volume. 
Its success alto obtained for him another fenlalo 
friend and awociate. Lady Hesketh, bit couun, who 
liad long been separated from him. llieiT inter- 
course was first revived by a correspondence, of 
which Mr. Hayley has published many interesting 
specimens, and uys, with great truth, that Cowper*« 
letters " are rivals to his poems in the rare excel- 
lence of representing life and nature with grace- 
ful and endearing fidelity." In explaining the na- 
ture of his situauon to Lady Hesketh, who began 
(o reside at Olney in the month of June, 1786, he 
informs her, that he bad Uved twenty yeari with 
Mr«. Uiiwin, to wboae affectionate care it waa 
owing that he Lved at'all, and that for thirteen of 
those years he bad been in a state of mind whidi 
made all her care and attention neccsaaiy. He in- 
form* her at the Mme time that dejection of apirit^ 
wbicb may hare pr«TeM«d many a man from be- 
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coming iin aothor, made him one. He found 
employment necessary, and therefore took care to 
be constantly employed. Manual occupations do 
not engage the miiid sufficiently, as he knew by 
experience, having tried man/. But composition, 
especially of verse, absorbs it wholly. It was his 
practice, therefore, to write generally three hours 
in a morning, and iif an evening he transcribed. 
He read also, "but less than he wrote, for bodily 
exercise was necessary, an'd he never pass^ a day 
without it. All this shows that Cowper understood 
his own case most exactly, and that he was not one 
of those hprpochondriacs who are said to give way 
to their disorder. No man could have discussed 
th^ anbject with more perspicuity, or treated him- 
self with more judgment. The returns of Ivs 
malady, therefore, appear to have been wholly una- 
voidable, .and wholly independent of his employ- 
ment, whethw of a religious or literary kind. 

In October, 1785, he had reached the twentieth 
book of his translation of Homer, although, pi>«ba- 
b1^, no part was finished as he could have wished. 
His stated number was forty lines each day, with 
transcription and revision. His immediate object 
was to publish the Homer by subscription, in order 
to add something to his income, which appears to 
liave been always scanty ; and in this resolution he 
persisted, notwithstanding offers from his liberal 
bookseller far more advantageous than a subscrip- 
tion was then likely to produce. He seems to have 
felt a certain degree of pleasure, not wholly un- 
mixed, in watching the progress of his subscrip- 
tion, and the gradual accession of names known to 
the learned world, or dear to himself by past recol- 
lections. 

During the composition of this work, he at first 
declined what he bad done before, sho-wing sped- 
ment to his friends, and on this subject, indeed, his 
opmion seems to have undergone a co\n\i\tV<i 
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him that ■ geoAman WKnted • Hinple, he nys, 
«ritli (DIM humour, •> When I deil in wiiw, ckHli, 
«r oWmc, 1 will give nnplea^ but of rera^ nerer. 
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I fell into the baoda o( 

. d painter, whow criticBl 

IcBovledge «f HoMier b uuvomUt kckaovkdged I 
and Cowper Gkcwiae agreed, that if Mr. Maqr, who 
then pubBrited a lUrlev, wuhed to we a book of 
Homer, he rhould be welcome ; and the firrt book 
and a part of the aecond were accordini^y tent. 
Mr. PuaeE afterward* «a* penrnttcd to renie the 
irtiole of the maniiaciipt ; and how well Cowper 
~ a Mtiitfed in fiUling in with uch a critic, appean 



" tar Ut knowledge of Homer, be hai, I verily be- 
Bere; no Mlow." Colman, likeviae, lui old con- 
pai^on, with wbom he had renewed an eiustoluy 
intimacy, reviaed aome parti, in a manner whidi 
aflbrded the audior much Batiifaction, and appears 
to liave corrected the ibeeu for the prera. Witli 
Haty he wmIcm pleased, ashiacriticiima appeared 
" iinjuit, and, in part, illiberal." 

While tliui latent oti bia Homer, he wai enabled, 
by the kisdneti of Lady Hciketh, to mnnc (in 
Xorcnbcr, 1796,) fhmi Olney to Wealon, about 
two mile* diitant, where the houae provided for 
him irai more aequcateredudeoamodiout. Here, 
too, he had accem to the locicty of Mr. Throck- 
morton, a genUeniaii of fatnne in that neiglibour- 
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hood, whose famUy had ibr some time studied tr^ 
add to his eomfbrts, in a mannerthe most delicate 
and afToctionate. It iay indeed, not easy to speak 
of thtt conduct of Cowper's IHends in terms ade- 
qaate to their merit, their kindness, sensibiUty, and 
judgment Their attentions exceeded much what 
we reed of, and petha|Mi all that we commonl> 
meet wHb under uie name of friendship. In the 
nridst of these fiur prospects, however, he lost his. 
slee^S^ and belored friend Mr. Unwin^ who died in 
Decenber <^ this year. 

Tlw ttaasUition of Homer, after innumemble in- 
temiption% was sent to press about Norember, 
IfOO, and published in 1791, in two quarto Tokimes ; 
the Ifiad lie inscribed to Earl Cowper, his young 
kiiwma*, and the Odyssey to the dowager Lad^- 
Spencer. Such was its success with the snbscn- 
bera and with non-subscribers, that the edition 
wee neeiri(y out of print in less than six months. 
Tet, after all the labour he had employed, and all 
the soudety he felt for this work, it fell bo short of 
the expectation formed by the public, and of the 
pexfccbon which he hoped he nad attuned, that, 
instead of a second edition, he beg^n, at no long 
distance of time, what may be termed a new trans- 
lation. To himself, however, his first attempt liad 
been of great advantage, nor were any number of 
his years spent in more general tranquillity, than 
the fire which he had dedicated to Homer. 

One of the |p*eatest benefits he derived from his 
.ittention to this translation, was the renewed coiv 
viction that labour of this kind, although with in- 
terndanons, sometimes of relaxation, and sometimes 
of anxiety, was necessary to his health and happi- 
ness: and this conviction led him very soon to 
accede to a proposal made by his bookseller, to 
undertake a magnificent edition of Milton*s poetical 
works, the beauties of which had engag^ed his won- 
der at a very early period of life. .Thc^ he Nits 
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now to itluBtrate by notes, or]gin«l and KlscUd, 
and he wm ta translate the Latin and Italian poems, 
while Mr. Fuaeli waa to piint a aerica of pictUMs, 
to be enKTSTcn by tile fint artista. Tathia scheme 
(when yet in its iiifiincy) tl)e public are inilebted 
tor the friendship which Mr, Hayley contnieted 
mth Cowper, and one of ila happiest conM<}uenccii 
a ipedraen of' biography, minute, el^ant, and 
highly instructive. 

T^e edition of Milton went on bat aktw^. . A 
rcvisnl of Homer presented itself ill the .mean time, 
at a more ur^nt, as well as pleasing undertakiBg, 
and from 1793 we find our author employed incuts 
recting, re-writing, and adding notra. la 1793, he 
appears tu have been solely occupied in these la- 
hours, and wished to engage Mr. Uayley vilb him 
in a regular and complete revisal of his Homer. 
Ur. Hayley, widi every inclination for an office so 
agreeriile, and a partnership so honourable, atill 
imagined that at this time he niight render more 
essential service to the poet by an application to 
his mure powerfid friends. His delicate ofGce was 
undertalcen in consequence of what he had ob- 
served in Cowper on a late »iwt to Weaton. 
" He possessed completely at tliis period," says 
luB biographer, "all the admirable faculties of his 
mind, and al[ the native tenderness of bis heartt but 
there was something indescribable in liis appemr- 
Mtce, wliich led mc to apprehend that, without 
•ome signal event in his fiiiour, to re-animate lua 
spirits, they would gradually sink into hopeless 
dejection. Tlic state of his aged and infirm com- 
panion (Urs. Unwin) alliirdcdadditioiMl ground for 
increasing solicitude. Hercbeerftilaud benefieent 
spirit could hardly renst her own aceumuUted 
maltdiei, so far as to preserve ttblUty suSoicnt to 
wetch over tbetenilerticBlthaf him, whom she had 
watched and guarded so long ImbeciBty of body 
and nund must gradually render this tender and 
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iieroic woman unfit for the charg^e which she had 
fio laudably sustained. The sig^s of such imbe- 
cility were beginning' to be painfully visible.'' 

For some time, however, the feai*8 of Mr. Cow- 
per's affectionate friend, appeared to be ground- 
less. His correspondence, after the departure of 
Mr. Hayley, in November, 1793, b'^'^poke a mind 
considerably at ease, and even cheerful and active. 
From various circumstances, the scheme of pub- 
lishing an edition of Milton appears to have been 
totally relinquished, and as his enthusiasm for this 
undertaking had abated, he expresses considerable 
satisfaction tliat he could devote the whole of his 
time to the improvement of his translation of Ho- 
mer. A new scheme, more suitable to his original 
telents, had been suggested in 1791, by the Kev. 
Mr. Buchannan, curate of Ravenstone, a man of 
worth and genius. This was a poem, to be en- 
titled The Four Ages, or the four distinct periods 
of Infancy, Youth, Manhood, and Old Age. For 
some time our poet meditated with great satisfac* 
tion on this design, and probably revolved many of 
the subordinate subjects in his mind. It seems to 
have been peculiarly calculated for his powers of 
reflection, his knowledge of the human heart, and 
his exquisite talent for depicting life and manners ; 
and it was intended likewise to unite the fuscina- 
tions of tlie graphic art. Mr. Hayley has published 
a fragment of this work, imperfect as the author 
left it, but jnore than enough to make us regret 
that his situation and tlie situation of his aged com- 
panion, soon forbade all hopes of its being exe- 
cuted. 

In January, 1794, he informed his friend, Mr. 
Bose, that he had just ability enough to transcribe, 
and that he wrote at tliat moment under the pres- 
sure of sadness not to be described. In the ex- 
pressive language of his biographer, ** his health, 
his comfort, and his little fortune, were pcrishiu*^ 
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deplorably." Mrs. Unwin had passed into a state 
of second childhood, and something seemed want- 
ing to cheer the mind of Cowper, if possible, 
agfainst the prospect of decaying comforts and 
competence. Application was accordingly made 
to those who had it in their power to procure what 
so much merit must have dignified, a pension ; but 
many months elapsed before effectual attention 
could be obtainea. What power refiised, how- 
ever, was in some deg^e performed by firiendsbip. 
Lady Hesketh, with her accustomed benevolence 
of character, and with an affection of which the 
instances are very rare, removed to Weston, and 
became the tender nurse of the two drooping in« 
valids : of Mrs. Unwin, who was declining by years 
and infirmities, and of Cowper, who, in April, 
1794^ relapsed into his worst state of mental in- 
quietude. 

At this time, in consequence of a humane and 
judicious letter from the Rev. Mr. Greathead, of 
Newport Pag^ell, Mr. Uaylcy paid a visit to this 
house of mourning, but found his poor friend '* too 
much overwhelmed by his oppressive malady to 
show even the least glimmering of satisfkction at 
the appearance of a guests whom he used to re- 
ceive with the most lively expressions of affec- 
tionate delight." In this deplorable state be con- 
tinued during Mr. Hayley's visit of some weeks^ 
and the only circumstance which contributed in 
any degree to cheer the hearts of the friends who 
were now watching over him, was the intelligence 
that the king had been pleased to confer upon him 
such a pension as would insure an honourable com- 
petence for his life. Earl Spencer was the imme- 
diate agent in procuring this favour, and it would 
no doubt have added to its value, had the object of 
it known that he was indebted to one, who, of all 
his noble friends, stood the highest in his esteem. 
But ]\c was now, for the remainder of his unhappy 
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life, beyoiid the power of knowing or acknow- 
ledging* the benevolence in which his heart would 
have delighted. BIr. Hayley left him for the last 
time, in the spring of 1794, and from that period 
till the latter end of July, 1795, Cowper remained 
io a slate of the deepest melancholy. 

His removal from Weston now appeared to his 
frienda a necessary experiment, to try what change 
of air and of objects might produce : and his young 
lrin«nan» the Rev. Mr. Johnson, undertook to con- 
▼ey him and Mrs. Unwin from that place to Nortli 
Toddenham, in Norfolk, where they arrived in the 
beginning oi August, 1795, and resided till the 
nineieenm. Of Cowper's state during this time^ 
all that we are told is, that he exhibited some re- 
gret OD leaviQg Weaton, and some composure of 
maud during a conversation of which the poet 
Thomson was the subject. He was able to Dear 
ooDsiderable exercise, and on one occasion walked 
"With BIr. Johnson to the neighbouring village of 
Mattishallj on a visit to his cousin, Mrs. Bodham. 
** On surveyinfl^ his own portrait by Abbot, in thiB 
bouse of that lady, he clasped his hands in a pa- 
roxysm of pain, and uttered a vehement wish, that 
his present sensations mi^^ht be such as they were 
when that picture was painted." 

After a short residence at Tuddenliam, Mr. 
Johnson conducted his two invalids to Mundsley, a 
i^age on the Norfolk coast, where they continued 
till October, but witliout deriving any apparent 
benefit from the sea air. Some calm recollection 
of past scenes, however, returned enough to prompt 
him to write a letter to Mr. Buchaniian, inquiring 
after matters at Weston. But this was almost the 
last of his correspondence. In October, Mr. John- 
son removed him and Mrs. Unwin to Deerliam, 
which the^ left in November for Dunham Lodge, 
^ house situated on high ground, in a park about 
fbqr miles from Swaifam. 
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Here his affectionate kinsman endeavoured, by 
various jneans, to rouse in him an attention to lite- 
rary or r.ommon subjects, such as might prevent 
his mind from preying on itself; and on some oc- 
casions he appears to have succeeded in a small 
degfree ; but the recurrence of melancholy was so 
frequent as to destroy the transient hopes which 
these promising appearances excited. In the fol- 
lowing year, change of scene was again adopted, 
and not without such effect as justified the mea- 
sure^ even when all prospect of permanent ad- 
vantage had varnished. In December, 1796, death 
removed Mrs. Unwin by a change as tranquil as 
her decayed body and mind promised. Cowper, 
about an hour after her departure, looked at the 
corpse, but started suddenly away, with a broken 
sentence of passionate sorrow, and spoke of her 
no more. 

His subsequent intervids of bodily health, few as 
they were, appear to have been attended with 
some return of attention to his favourite pursuits. 
His anxious and tender friend, Mr. Johnson, em- 
braced such opportunities to lead him to take de- 
light in the revision of his Homer, and from Sep- 
tember, 1797, to March, 1799, he completed, by 
snatches, tlie re visa! of the Odyssey. Of the re- 
turns of )iis disorder, he appears to have been 
sensible, and could describe it on its commence- 
ment, and before it totally overpowered his facul- 
ties. In a letter to Lady Hesketh, dated Oct. 13, 
1798, which Mr. Hayley has preserved, he describes 
himself as one to whom nature ** in one day, in one 
ininutc, became an universal blank." On this, his 
biograplicr notices the opinion of some of his 
friends, that his disorder arose from a scorbutic 
habit, which, when perspiration was obstructed, 
occasioned an unsearchable obstruction in the fme 
parts of his frame. 

At intervals he still wrote a few original versed, 
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of which The Cast-away, his too favourite subject, 
was the last that came from his pen, but he amused 
himself occasionally with translations from Latin 
and Greek epig^ms. His last effort of the literary 
kind, was an improved version of a passag'e in Ho- 
mer, which he wrote at Mr. Hayley's suggestion, 
and which that gentleman received on the thirty- 
fust of January, 1800. In the following month, he 
exhibited all the symptoms of dropsy, which soon 
made a rapid progress. On the 25th of April, about 
five in the afternoon, he expired, so quietly, that 
not one of his friends who were present perceived 
his departure, but from the awful stillness which 
succeeded. On Saturday, May 3, he was buried in 
St. Edmund's chapel, in Durham church, where 
laudy Hesketh caused a marble tablet to be erecte49 
with the following inscription : 

IN MEMORY 
OF 

WILLIAM COWPER, Esa. 

BOBN ITSf UERTFORUSmRI!, 

1731. 
BURIED IN THIS CHURCH, 

1800. 

Ye wbo with warmth the public triumph feel 

Of talents digni6ed by racred zeal) 

Here to devotion's bard devoutly just. 

Pay your fond tribute due to Cowpei-'s dtist .' 

Sngbuid, exulting in lus spotless fame, 

Ranks with her dearrst sons bis favourite name : 

Sense, fancy, wit, suffice not all to raise 

So clear a title to affcction^s praise : 

His highest honours to the heart belong ; 

His virtues form'd the magic of his song. 

To add much to this sketch, respecting the merit 
of Cowper as a poet, would be superfluotis. After 
passing through the many trials which criticism has 
instituted, he remains, by universal acknowledg- 
mf nt, one of the first poets of the eigh^eevvWv ctw- 
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tury. Even without awaiting" the issue of such 
trials, he attained a degree of popularity which is 
almost without a precedent, while the species of , 
popularity whicii he has acquired is yet more honour- 
able than the extent of it. No man's works ever 
appeared with less of artificial preparation : no 
venal heralds proclaimed the approach of a new 
poet, nor told the world what it was to admire. 
He emerged from obscurity, the object of no patron- 
age, and tlie adherent of no party. Ilis fame, g-reat 
and (extensive as it is, arose from gradual conviction, 
and gratitude for pleasure received. The genius, 
the scholar, the critic, the man of the world, ancl 
the man of piety, each found in Cowpcr*s works 
something to excite their surprise and their admi- 
ration — something congenial with their habits and 
feelings — something which taste readily selected, 
and judgment decidedly confirmed, Cowper was 
found to possess that combination of energies which 
marks the comprehensive mind ^f a great and in- 
ventive genius, and to furnish examples of the sub- 
lime, the pathetic, the descriptive, the moral, and 
the satirical, so numerous, that nothing seemed be- 
yond his grasp, and so original, that nothing reminds 
us of any former poet. 

If this praise be admitted, it will be needless to 
inquire in what peculiar charms Cowper's poems 
consist, or why he, above all poets of recent times, 
has become the universal favourite of his natiop. 
Yet as he appears to have been formed not only to 
be an ornament but a model to his brethren, it may 
not be useless to remind them, that in him the vir- 
tues of the man and the genius of the poet were in- 
separable ; that in every thing he respected the 
highest interests of human kind, the promotion of 
religion, moralit}', and benevolence ; and that while 
he enchants the imagination by the decorations of 
f^enuine poetry, and even condescends to trifle witli 
Innocent gaiety, his serious purposes are all of the 
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flobler kind. He secures the judgment by depth 
of reflection on morals and manners, and by a vigour 
of sentiment, and a knowledge of human nature, 
such as every man's taste and every man's experi- 
ence must confirm. In description, whctlier of 
objects of nature or of artificial society, he has few 
equals ; and whether he passes from description to 
reasoning, or illustrates the one by the other, he 
has found the happy art of administering to the 
pleasures of the senses and of the intellect with 
equal success. But what adds a peculiar charm to 
Cowper is, that his language is every where, the 
language of the heart. 
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Si te fiNTtd men gimvii uret lareiiu charUe, 
Atyicito. Hor, tib, i. EpUt, 13. 



A. You told me, I remember, glory, built 
On selfish principles, is shame and guilt ; 
The deeds, that men admire as half divine. 
Stark naught, because corrupt in their design. 
Strange doctrine this ! that without scruple teal's 
The laurel, that the very lightning spares ; 
Brings down the warrior's trophy to the dust. 
And eats into his bloody sword like rust. 

B. I grant that, men continuing what they arp, 
Fierce, avaricious, proud, there must be war. 
And never meant the rule should be applied 
To him, that fights with justice on his side. 

Let laurels, drench'd in pure Parnassian dews. 
Reward his mem'ry, dear to ev'ry muse, 
"Who, with a courage of unshaken root. 
In honour's field advancing his firm foot. 
Plants it upon the line that justice draws, 
And will prevail or perish in her cause. 
*Tis to the virtues of such men, man owes 
His portion in the good, that H<fav*n bestows. 
And when recording History displays 
Feats of renown, though wrought in ancient da\s. 
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Tells of a few stout hearts, that fought and died, 
"Where duty placed them, at their country's side ; 
The man, that is not roov'd with what he reads* 
That takes not fire at their heroic deeds, 
Unworthy of the blessings of the brave^ 
Is base in kind, and bom to be a slave. 

But let eternal infamy pursue 
The wretch to nought but his ambition true, 
"Who, for the sake of filling with one blast 
The post-horns of all Europe, lays her waste. 
Think yourself stationed on a towering rock. 
To see a people scatter'd like a flock. 
Some royal mastiff panting at thetr heels, 
IVith all the savage thirst a tiger feels ; 
Then view him self-prodaim'd in a gazette 
Chief monster that has plagu'd the nationa yet^ 
The globe and sceptre in such hands misplac'd. 
Those ensigfns of dominion, how disgrac'd : 
The glass, that bids man mark the fleeting hour. 
And Death's own sithe would better speak luspow^r^ 
Then grace the bony phantom in their stead 
"With the king's shoulderknot and gay cockade ; 
Clothe the twin brethren in each other's dress. 
The same their occupation and success. 

\, 'Tis your belief the world was made for man; 
Kings do but reason on the selfsame plan : 
Maintaining yours, you cannot theirs condemn. 
Who think, or seem to think, man made for them, 

B. Seldom, alas ! the pow'r of logic reigns 
With much sufiiciency in royal brains ; 
Such reas'ning falb Uke an inverted cone. 
Wanting it's propel base to stand upq;). 

Man made for kings ! those optics are but dim^ 
That tell you sa-Hny, rather, they for liira. 



Hiat were a king-ennoblitig thoaght, 

Could they, or would they, reason as they ought. 

The diadem, with mighty projects lin'd 

To catch renown by ruining mankind. 

Is worth, with all it^s gold and glittering store. 

Just what the toy will sell for, and no more. 
'Oh ! bright occasions of dispensing good, 

How seldom us'd, how little understood ! 

To pour in Virtue's lap her just reward ; 

Keep Vice restrainM behind a double guard ; 

To quell the faction, that affronts the throne, 

By silent magnanimity alone ; 

To nurse with tender care the thriving arts ; 

Watch ev'ry beam Philosophy imparts ; 

To give Religion her unbridled scope, 

Nor judge by statues a believer^s hope ; 

With close fidelity and love unfeign'd 

To keep the mati^monial bond unstain'd ; 

Covetous only of a virtuous praise ; 

His life a lesson to the land he sways ; 

To touch the sword with consciencious awe. 

Nor draw it but when duty bids him draw ; 

To sheathe it in the peace-restoring close 

With joy beyond what victory bestows ; 

Blest country, where these kingly glories shine ! 

Blest England, if this happiness be thine ! 
A. Guard what you say; the patriotic tribe 

Will sneer and charge you with a bribe.— b. A bribe / 

The worth of his three kingdoms I defy, 

To lure me to the baseness of a lie : 

And, of all lies, (be that one poet's boast) 

The lie that flatters I abhor the most. 

Those arts be theirs, who hate his gentle reign, 

But he that loves him has no need to feign. 
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A. Your smooth eulogium to one crown address*^}, 
Seems to imply a censure on the rest. 

B. Quevedo, as he telb his sober tale, 
Ask'd, when in HeU> to see the royal jail ; 
Approved their method in all other things : 

But where, good sir, did you confinie your kings ? 
There — said his guide — ^the group is full in vieww 
Indeed ? replied the don — there are but few. 
.His black interpreter the charge disdain'd — 
Few, fellow? — there are all that ever reign'd. 
Wit, undistinguishing, is apt to strike 
The guilty and not guilty both alike : 
I grant the sarcasm is too severe. 
And we can readily refute it here ; 
While Alfred's name, the father of his age. 
And the Sixth Edward's grace the' historic page. 

A. Kings then at last have but. the lot of ail : 
By their own conduct they must stand or fall. 

B. True. While they live, the courtly laureate 

pays 
His quitrcnt ode, his peppercorn of praise ; 
And many a dunce, whose fingers itch to write. 
Adds, as he can, his tributary mite. 
A subject's faults a subject may proclaim, 
A monai*c]i's errors are forbidden game ! 
Thus free from ceo sure, overaw'd by fear. 
And prais'd for virtues, that they scorn to wear. 
The fleeting forms of majesty engage 
Respect, while stalking o'er life's narrow stage ; 
Then leave their crimes for history to scan, 
And ask with busy scorn. Was this the man ! 

1 pity kings, whom Worship waits upon 
Obsequious from the cradle to the throne ; 
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Befofe whole infant eyes the flatt'rcr bows. 
And binds a wreath about their baby brows ; 
'Whom Education stiffens into state. 
And Death awakens from that dream too Lite. 
Oh ! if Servihty with supple knees, 
Whose trade it is to smile, to crouch, to pleusc ; 
If smooth Dissimulation, skUl'd to grace 
A devil's purpose with an angel's face ; 
If smiling peeresses, and simp'ring peers. 
Encompassing his throne a few short years ; 
If the g^lt carriage and the pamper'd steed. 
That wants no driving, and disdains the lead ; 
If guards, mechanically form'd in ranks. 
Playing, at beat of drum, their martial pranks, 
ShoiUd'ring and standing as if struck to stone. 
While condesconding majesty looks on ; 
If monarchy consist in such base things, 
Sighing, I say again, I pity kings ! 

To be suspected, thwarted, and witlistood, 
Kv'n when he labours for his country's good ^ 
To see a band, call'd patriot for no cause, 
ISut that they catch at popular applause. 
Careless of all the' anxiety he feels, 
Hook disappointment on the public wheels ; 
With all their flippant fluency of tongue. 
Most confident, when palpably most wrong* ; 
If this be kingly, then farewell for me 
All kingship { and may I be poor and free ! 

To be the Table Talk of clubs up stairs, 
To which tlic* unwash'd artificer repairs, 
To' indulge his genius after long fatigue, 
Hy diving into cabinet intrigue ; 
(For what kings deem a toil, as well they may, 
To him is relaxation and mere play) 
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To win no praise when well-wrought plans prevail. 

But to he Todelf censur'd when they fiuU 

To doubt the lore his fkv'rites may pretend. 

And in reality to find no fHend ; 

If he indulge a cuHiTBted taste. 

His gall'ries with the works of art well graced. 

To hear it callM extravagance and waste ; 

If these attendants, and if such as theses 

Must foUoW royalty, then weloome ease ; 

However humble and confined the sphere, 

Happy the state, that has not these to fear. 

A. Thus men, whose thoughts contemplative have 

dwelt 
On situations, that they never felt, 
Start up sagacious, covered with the dust 
Of dreaming study and pedantic rust^ 
And prate and preach about what others prove. 
As if the world and they were hand and glove. 
Leave kingly backs to cope with kingly cares ; 
They have dieir weight to carry, subjects theirs ; 
Poets, of all men, ever least reg^t 
Increasing taxes and the nation's debt. 
Could you contrive the payment, and rehearse 
Tlie mighty plan, oracular, in verse. 
No bard, howe'er majestic, old or new. 
Should claim my fix^d attention more than you. 

B. Not Brindley nor Bridge water would essay 
To turn the course of Heficon that way ; 

Nor would the Nine consent the sacred tide 
Should purl amidst the traffic of Cheapside, 
Or tinkle in 'Change Alley, to amuse 
The leathern ears of stockjobbers and Jews. 

A. Vouchsafe, at leaM, to pitch the key of rhyme 
To themes more pertinent, if less sublime. 
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When tmnistdrf and miniiterial arU ; 
Patriots^ who lore good placcn at th^ hearts; 
When admirals, extot^d for standing stilly 
Or doing nothing with a deal of skiU; 
Gen'rals, who will not conquer when they may, 
Ilnnfrieadi to peaces to plea8iire» and good pay ; 
When Freedottt wounded almoet to despair. 
Though BiaoeateBt alone oan ^nd out where ; 
When themes like these employ the poet's tongue, 
I hear as nMti^ a»if a syren sung. 
Or tell me^ if jam oaa; what pow'r maiBtaJps 
A Briton's seocn of ai^itrary chains : 
That were a theme might animate the dead. 
And move the lips of poets cast ullead. 
B. The oaas^ tho' worth the search, may yet 
elude 
Conjecture and remark, however shrewd. 
They take perhaps a well-directed aiqs. 
Who seek it in hb elimate and his frame^ 
LJb'ral ia all things else, yet Nature here 
With stem severity deals out the year. 
Winter invades the spring, and often pours 
A chilling flood on summer's drooping flow'rs ; 
Unwelcome vapours quench autumnal beams, 
Ungenial blasts attending curi the streams : 
The peasants urge their harvest, ply the fork 
With .double toil, and shiver at their work; 
Thus with a rigour, for his good design'd 
She rears her fav'rite man of all mankind. 
His form robust and of elastic tone, 
Proportion'd well, half muscle and half bonei 
Supplies with warm activity and force 
A mind well-lodg'd, and masouline of course. 
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Hence Liberty, sveet Liberty inspires 

And keeps alive his fierce but noble fires. 

I'atient of conititutioiial control. 

He bears it with meek manliness of soul ; 

!Rut, if Authority |^v wanton, wo 

To him that treads upon his free-bom toe ; 

One step beyond the boundary of the laws 

rires him at once in Freedom's glorious cause. 

Thus proud Prerogative, not much rever'd. 

Is seldom felt, though sometimes seen and heard ; 

And in his cag^, like parrot fine and gay. 

Is kept to strut, look big, laid talk away. 

Born in a climate softer far than ours. 
Not form'd like As, with such Herculean pow'rs. 
The Frenchman, easy, debonair, and brisk, 
Give him his lass, his fiddle, and his frisk, 
Is always happy, reign whoever may, 
And laughs the sense of mis'ry far away. 
He drinks his simple bev'rage with a gust; 
And, feasting oh an onion and a crust, 
"We never feel the' alacrity and joy, 
>yitii which he shouts and carols Vive It Roy^ 
Fill'd with as much true merriment and glee. 
As if he heard his king say— Slave, be free. 

Thus happiness depends, as Nature shows. 
Less on exterior things tlian most suppose. 
Vigilant over all that he has made. 
Kind Providence attends with gracious aid : 
Bids equity throughout his works prevail. 
And weighs the nations in an even scale -. 
He can encourage Slav'ry to a smile. 
And fill with discontent a British isle. 

A. Freeman and slave then, if the case be surli. 
Stand on a level; and you prove too much ■ 
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If all men iDdiicrimlnately abare 

His fostering power, and tutelary care. 

As well be yok'd by Despotiani'B hand, 

As dwell at large in Brhain'a chartered land. 

B. No. Freedom has a thousand charms to show. 
That slaves, howe'er contented, never know. 
The mind attains beneath her happy reign 
The growth, that Naturi meant she should attain » . 
The varied fields of science, ever new, 
Op'ning and wider op'ning on her view. 
She veneres onward with a prosp'rous force, 
While no base iear impedes her in her course. 
Religion, richest favour of the sides. 
Stands most reveal'd before the freeman's eyes ; 
No shades of superstition blot the day, 
Liberty chases all that |^om away ; 
The soul emancipated, unoppreasM, 
Free to prove all things and hold fast the best, 
Learns much ; and to a thousand listening minds 
Communicates with joy the good ^e finds : 
Courage in arms, sAd ever prompt to show 
His manly forehead to the fiercest foe ; 
Glorious in war, but for the sake of peace. 
His spirits rimng as his toils increase. 
Guards well what arts and industry have won» 
And Freedom claims him for her first-born son 
Slaves fight for what were better cast away — 
The chaia that binds them, and a tyrant's sway ; 
But they, that fight for freedom* undertake 
The noblest cause mankind can have at stake :— 
Religion, viKue, truth, whatever we call 
A blessing — freedom is the pledge of all. 
O liberty i the prisoner's pleasing dream. 
The poet'f muse, his passion, and his theme i 
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To m&naife with address, to seize with pow'r 
The cHsis of a dark decisive hour } 
So Gideon tM^'d a viet'iy not lus own ; 
Sobsertiency h!s pr^se, and that alone. 

Poor England ! fhbU art a devoted deer» 
Bdiet with efry ill but that of fevt. 
The nations hunt ; all mark thee fbr a prey ; 
They swartn aTonnd thee, and thou stand'tt at bay. 
Undaunted still, though Wearred and perp]ex*d. 
Once Chatham savM tb^e ; but who saves thee next i 
Alas ! the tide of pleasure sweeps along 
All, that should be the boast of British song. 
'Tis not the wreath, that once adoifn'd thy brow. 
The prise of happier times, will serve thee now. 
Our ancestry, a gallant, christian raee. 
Patterns of ev'ry virtue^ "ev'ry gruce, 
Confess'd a God ; they kneePd before, they Ibught, 
And prais'd him in the victories he wrought. 
Now from the dust of aifcient days bring forth 
Their sober zeal, integrity, and worth ; 
Courage, ungrac'd by these, affronts the skies, 
Is but the fire without the sacrifice. 
The stream, that feeds the wcllspring of the heart 
Not more invigorates life's noblest part, 
Than Virtue quickens with a warmth divine 
The pow'rs, that Sin has brought to a decline. 

A, The' inestimable Estimate of Rrown 
l^ose like a paper^kitc, and charm'd the town ; 
But measures, plann'd and executed well. 
Shifted the wind that rais'd it, and it fell. 
He trod the very self-same ground yoa tread, 
^nd Victorv refuted all he said. 
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"B. And yet his judgment wis not fraifd amiss; 
it's error, if it eiT*d, wis merely thiiH— 
?Ie thought the dying hour already come, • 
And a complete recoT'ry itmck him dumb. 

But that effeoMRacy, foUy, lust. 
Enervate and enfeeble, «nd needs must; 
And that a nation shamefully debas'd,- 
Will be despis'd and trampled on at last. 
Unless sweet Peiutence her pow'rs renew ; 
Is truth, if history itself be true. 
There is a time, and Justice marks the date. 
For long-forbearing Clemency to wait ; . 
That hour 'ClapsM, the' incurable revolt - ■ 
Is punished, and down comes the thunderbolt. 
If Mercy then put by the threat'ning blow 
Must she perform the same kind ofiice nov ? 
May she ! and, if^ofiended Heav'n be still 
Accessible, and pray'r prevul, she wiR. 
'Tis not, however, insolence and noise. 
The tempest of tumultuary joys, 
Nor is it yet despondence and dismay 
Will win her visits or engage her stay ; 
I'ray'r only, and the penitential tear, 
Can call her smiling down, and fix her here. 

But when a country (one that I could name} 
III prostitution sinks the sense of shame ; 
AVhen infamous Venality, grown bold, 
Writes on his bosom, to be let or sold ,- 
When perjury, that Heaiv'n-defying vice. 
Sells oatlis by tale, and at the lowest price. 
Stamps God's own name upon a lie just made. 
To turn a penny in the way of trade ; 
When Av'rice starves (and never hides his face) 
Two or thror; milinns of the human race. 
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And noc a%Migae iiiqiiires» how, where, or when. 

Though conieieiiee fHU h»Te twinges now and then 

When profimaftion of the ttcred cause 

In afl ha parte, tunes, nmistty, and laws^ 

Bespeaks a Und, onoe diristian» M% uid lost» 

In all, that Wnrs against that title most ; 

What fbllowa next let dtiea of great name. 

And regiona long ^nee desolate prodaim. 

JNineveh, BabyloB, and ancient Rome, 

*6peak to the present times, and times to eomei. 

They crj aloud in ev'rx careless ear. 

Stop, while yt maj-; soq^end your snad career ; 

O learn from eor coEample and our fate, 

Learn wisdom and repent a nce ere too late. 

Not onlf Vice disposes and prepares 
The Mind, tibmt alumbers sweetly in her snares. 
To stoop to Tjnnanny's usurped command. 
And hend her poUsh*d neck beneath his band, 
(A dire effect, by one of Nature's laws 
Unchangeably connected with its cause ;) 
But Providence himself will intervene. 
To throw his daric displeasure o'er the scene. 
All are his instruments; each form of war. 
What buma at home, or threatens from afar, 
Nature in arms, her elements at strife, 
The storroi^ that overset the joys of life, 
Are but his rods to scourge a guilty laiid* 
And waste it at the bidding of his hand. 
He gives the word, and Mutiny soon roars 
In all her gates, and shakes Iter distant shores , 
The standards of all nations are unfurl'd ; 
She has one foe, and that one foe the world. 
And, if he doom that people witli a frown. 
And mark them with a seal of wrath press*d dowii 
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Obduracy takat place s calloot and toygh^ 
The reprobated face grows jiMl|pneDtiproof : 
Earth shakes beneath them, and HeaT'ii roaiaabore; 
But notiung searea Ihem from the comae they love. 
To the huKuviooa pipe and wanton aong. 
That charm down fear» they frolic it along» 
With mad rapidity and unconceniy 
"Down to the fqK from which is no retura. 
They troat in mm4^ and their navies fidl— 
GoA cinse can oast away ten thousand aail! 
They trast in armies^ and their courage dies ; 
In wisdom, weakb, in fortune^ and in lies; 
But all they trust in withers, aa it must. 
When He eommands, in whom they place no trust; 
Vengeance at hst poors down upon their coast 
A long desins'd, hut now viotoriou% host; 
Tyranny tends tlie chain, that must abridge 
The noble sweep of all their privilege i 
Gives liberty the last, the mortal shock : 
Slips the slave's collar on, and snaps the lock. 

A. Such lofty strains embellish what you teach* 
Mean you to prophesy, or but to preach ? 

B. I know the mind, that feels indeed the fire 
The muse imparts, and can c^ommand the lyre. 
Acts with a finrce, and l^ndles with a zea|. 
Whatever the theme, that others never feel. 

If human woes her soft attention claim, 

A tender ssrmpathy pervades the frame. 

She pours a sensibility divine 

Along the nerve of every feeling line. 

But if a deed not tamefy to be borne 

Mre indignation and a sense of scori^ 

l*he strings are swept with such a pow'r, so loud. 

The stimn of muqc abiikea the' ittoniih'd ct^'fvd. 
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So, when remote futurity is brought 
Before the keen inquiry of her thoughi, 
A terrible ugacity informs 
The poet's heart ; he looks to distant storms . 
He hears the thunder e'er the tempest low'rs ; 
And, arra'd with stretch iurpassing human pow'rs^ 
Seizes events as yet unknown to man^ 
And darts his soul into the dawning plan. 
Hence, in a Horoan mouth, the graceful name 
Of prophet and of poet was the same ; 
Hence British poets too the priesthood ihar'd, 
Vnd every hallow'd druid was a bard. 
But no prophetic fires to me belong » 
I play with syllables, and sport in song. 

A. At Westminster, where little poets strive 
To set a distich upon six and five, 

Where Discipline helps op'ning buds of sense. 
And makes his pupils proud with silver pence. 
I was a poet too ; but modern taste 
Is so refin'd, and deUcate, and chaste. 
That verse, whatever fire the fancy warms. 
Without a creamy smoothness has no charms. 
Thus, all success depending on an ear. 
And thinking 1 might purchase it too dear. 
If sentiment were sacrificed to sound. 
And truth cut short to make a period round, 
1 judg'd a man of sense could scarce do worse. 
Than caper in the morris-dance of verse. 

B. Thus reputation is a spur to wit. 
And some wits flag through fear of lo^ng it. 
Give me the line, that ploughs its stately course 
Like a proud swan conquering the stream by forc^ • 
That, like some cottage beauty, striken tlic heart. 
Quite unindebted to the tricks of art. 
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When Labour and when Dulness, club in hand. 

Like the two figures at %t, Dunstan's stand. 

Beating alternately, in measured time. 

The clock-work tintinabulum of rh3rme. 

Exact and regular the sounds will be ; 

But such mere quarter-strokes are not for me. 

From him, who rears a poem lank and long. 
To him who strains his all into a song ; 
Perhaps some bonny Caledonian air. 
All birks and braes, though he was never there; 
Or, having whelp'd a prologue with great pains. 
Feels himself spent, and fumbles for his brains ; 
A prologue interdash'd with many a stroke — 
An art contrived to advertise a joke, ' 
So that the jest is clearly to be seen. 
Not in the words— ^ut in the gap between : 
Manner is all in all, whate'er is writ. 
The substitute for genius, sense, and wit. 

To dally much with subjects mean and low 
Proves that the mind is weak, or makes it so. 
Neglected talents rust into decay, 
And every effort ends in pushpin play. 
The man, that means success, should soar above 
A soldier's feather, or a lady's glove ; 
Else, summoning the muse to such a theme, 
The fruit of all her labour is whipp'd cream. 
As if an eagle flew aloft, and then — 
Stoop'd from its highest pitch to pounce a wren. 
As if the poet, purposing to wed. 
Should carve himself a wife in gingerbread. 

Ages elaps'd ere Homer's lamp appeared. 
And ages ere the Mantuan swan was heard. 
To carry nature lengths unknown before. 
To g^ve a Ifilton birth, ask'd ages more. 

Vol. XXXy/. E 
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Thuft Ciei>iii9 voBtf and set at order'd tinievy 
And shot a dayapnng into distant climes^ 
Ennobling er'ry region that he chose ; 
He sunk in Gitece, in Ital^ be rose : 
And, tedious years of Gothic darkness piasM, 
Emevg'd ail splendour in onr ide at last. 
Thus lo^ly halcyona dive into the main. 
Then show far off their shining phunea again . 

▲. Is genius only found in epio laya? 
Prove this, and forfeit aU pretence i» praise. 
Make their heroic pow'ra your own at once. 
Or candidly confesa yourself a dunce. 

B. These were the diief s each interval of night 
l¥as grac'd with many an undulating li^it. 
In less illustrious bai'ils his beauty shone 
A meteor or a star ; in these tlm sun. 

The nightingale may ckuro the topmost bought 
While the poor grasshopper must chirp below. 
Like him ujmotic''d, I, and such aa I, 
Spread little wings, and rather skip than ily > 
Perch'd on the meagre produce of the land^ 
An ell or two of prospect we command ; 
But never peep beyond the thorny bound. 
Or oaken fence, tliat hems the paddock round. 

In Eden, ere yet innocence of heart 
Had faded, poetry was not an art -, 
Language, above aH teaching, or, if taught, 
Only by gratitude and ^owiug thought. 
Elegant as simplioity, and warm 
As ecstscyr unroanacled by form. 
Not prompted, as in oar degen'rato days. 
By low ambition and the thirst of praise, 
Was natural as is the flowing stream, 
And yet magpificent— A God the theme ! 
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That Vheme on ISarth exhausted, thou^ tbove 

^Tls found as everlasting as his lov-e, 

Man laTishM all his tbovghts on human things«->- 

The feats of heroes, and the wrath of kings ; 

But still, white virtue kindled his delight, 

The song was moral, and so far was light. 

' Twas thus tin Luxui^ seduc'd the mind 

To joys less innocent, as less refined ; 

Then genius dane'd a bacchanal ; he orownM 

The brhnming goblet, seit'd the thyrBos^ bound 

His brown with ivy, nuihM into the IMA 

Of wild iaagtnfttion, and there reel'd 

The Tictiai of bis own lascivious fires. 

And, disxy with dcilight, profan'd the «aor«d Wir6». 

Anacreon, fiotvce playM in Greece and Rome 

This bedlam part ; and others nearer home. freignM 

When Cromwell ifouglit for pow'r, and while he 

The proud jirotector of the power he gain'd. 

Religious harsh, intolerant, austere. 

Parent of manners like herself severe. 

Drew a rough copy of the Christian face. 

Without the smile, the sweetness or the grace,; 

The dark and sullen humour of the time 

Judg'd every effort of the muse a crime ; 

Verse, in the finest mould of fancy oast, 

Was lumber in an age so void of taste : 

But when the second Charles assumed the sway, 

And arts reviv'd beneath a softer day, 

Then, like a bow long forc'd into a curve, 

The mind releas'd from too constrain'd a nerve, 

Flew to its first position with a spring, 

That made the vaulted roofs of Pleasure ring*. 

His court, the dissolute and hateful school 

Of Wantonness, where vice was taught by T\\Ve, 
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dwarm'd with a scribbling herd, as deep inlaid 
With brutal lust as ever Circe made. 
From these a long succession, in the rage 
Of rank obscenity, debauch'd their age ; 
3Nor ceas'd, till, ever anxious to redress 
The abuses of her sacred charge, the press. 
The muse instructed a well-nurtur'd train 
Of 'abler votaries to cleanse the stain. 
And claim the palm for purity of song. 
That Lewdness had usurp'd and worn so long. 
Then decent Pleasantry and sterling Sense, 
That neither gave nor would endure offence, 
Whipp'd out of sight, with satire just and keen, 
The puppy pack, that had defil'd the scene. 

In front of these came Addison. In him 
Humour in holiday and sightly trim. 
Sublimity and attic taste, combin'd. 
To polish, furnish, and delight, the mind. 
Then Pope, as harmony itself exact. 
In verse well disciplin'd, complete, compact, 
Gave virtue and moraUty a g^ce. 
That, quite eclipsing Pleasure's painted face. 
Levied a tax of wonder and applause, 
Ev'n on the fools that trampled on their laws. 
But he (his musical finesse was such, 
So nice his ear, so delicate his touch) 
Made poetry a mere mechanic art ; 
And ev'ry warbler has his tune by heart. 
Nature imparting her satiric gift. 
Her serious mirth, to Arbuthnot and Swift, 
With droll sobriety they rais'd a smile 
At Folly's cost, themselves unmov'd tlie while. 
That constellation set, the world in vain 
Must hope to look upon their like again. 
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A. Are we then left — b. Not wholly in the dark; 
Wit now and then, struck smartly, shows a spark, 
SnfBcient to redeem the modem race 
From total night and absolute disgrace. 
While servile trick and imitative knack 
Confine the million in the beaten track. 
Perhaps some courser, who disdains the road, 
Snuffs up the wind, and flings himself abroad. 

Contemporaries all surpassed, see one ; 
Short his career indeed, but ably run ; 
Churchill $ himself unconscious of his pow'rs^ 
In penury consumed his idle hours ; 
And, like a scatter'd seed at random sown^ 
Was left to spring by vigour of his own. 
Lifted at length, by dignity of thouglit 
And dint of genius, to an affluent lot. 
He laid his head in Luxui^'s soft lap. 
And took, too often, there his easy nap. 
If brighter beams than all he threw not forth, 
'Twas negligence in him, not want of worth. 
Surly, and slovenly, and bold, and coar»e, 
Too proud for art, and trusting in mere force, 
Spendthrift alike of money and of wit, 
Always at speed, and never drawing bit, 
He struck the lyre in such a careless mood, 
And so disdain'd the rules he understood, 
The laurel seem'd to wait on liis command ; 
He snatch'd it rudely from the muses' hand. 
Nature, exerting an unwearied powV, 
Forms, opens, and ^ves scent to ev'ry flow'r ; 
Spreads the fresh verdure of the field, and leads 
The dancing Naiads through the dewy meads : 
She fills profuBe ten tliousand little throats 
With muse, modulating all thdr notc^; 
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And charms the woodland scenes, and wilds un- 
^ known, 

With artless airs and concerts of her own : 
But seldom (as if fearful of expense) 
Vouchsafes to man a poet's just pretence — 
Fervency, freedom, fluency of thought. 
Harmony, strength, words exquisitely sought ; 
Fancy, that from the bow, that spans the sky. 
Brings colours, dipp'd in Heav'n, that never die ; 
A soul exalted above Earth, a mind 
Skill'd in the characters that form mankind ; 
And, as the Sun in rising beauty dress'd. 
Looks to the westward from the dappled east. 
And marks, whatever clouds may interpose, 
£re yet his race begins, its glorious close ; 
An eye like his to catch the distant goal ; 
Or, ere the wheels of verse begin to roll> 
Uke his to shed illuminating rays 
On ev*ry scene and subject it surveys : 
Thus g^ac'd, the man asserts a poet's name, 
And the world cheerfully admits the claim. 
Pity Religion has so seldom found 
A skilful guide into poetic ground ! 
The flow'rs would spring where'er she deign'd to 

stray. 
And ev'ry muse attend her in her way. 
Virtue indeed meets many a rhyming friend, 
And many a compliment politely penn'd ; 
But, unattir'd in that becoming vest 
BeUgion weaves for her, and half undress'd. 
Stands in the desert, sliiv'ring and forlorn, 
A wintry figure, like a withcr'd thorn. 
The shelves are full, all otlier themes are sped ; 
Uackney'd and worn to the last flimsy thread. 
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"Satire has long since done his best : and curst 
And loathsome Ribaldry has done his worst ; 
Fancy has sported all her pow.'rs away 
In tales, in trifles, and in children's play ; 
And 'tis the sad complaint, and almost true, 
Whate'er we write, we bring- forth nothing new. 
'Twere new indeed to see a bard all fire, 
Touch'd with a coal from Heav'n, assume the lyre, 
And tell the world, still kindling as he sung. 
With more than mortid music on his tongue. 
That He, who died below, and reigns above. 
Inspires the song, and that his name is Love. 

For, after all, if merely to beguile. 
By flowing numbers and a flow'ry style. 
The txdium that the lazy rich endure. 
Which now and then sweet poetry may cure ; 
Or, if to see the name of idle self, 
Stamp'd on the well-bound quarto, grace the shelf, 
To float a bubble on the breath of Fame, 
Prompt his endeavour and engage his aim, 
Debas'd to servile purposes of pride. 
How are the pow'rs of genius misapplied ! 
The gift, whose office is the Giver's praise. 
To trace liim in his word, his works, his ways ! 
Then spread the rich discov'ry, and invite 
Mankind to share in the divine delight, 
Distorted from its use and just design. 
To make the pitiful possessor shine. 
To purchase, at the fool-frequented fair 
Of vanity, a wreath for self to wear, 
Is profanation of the basest kind — 
Proof of a trifling and a worthless mind. 

A. Hail Sternhold, then ; and Hopkins, hail ! — 
B. Amen. 
If flattery, folly, lust, employ the pen ; 
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If acrimony, slander, and abuse. 

Give it a charge to blacken and traduce ; 

Though Butler's wit, Pope's numbers, Primr's ease. 

With all that fimcy can inirent to please. 

Adorn the polish'd periods as they faU, 

One madrigid of theirs is worth them all. 

A. 'Twottld thin the ranks-of the poetic tribe. 
To dash the pen through all that you proscribe. 

B. No matter— we couki shift when they were 
And should, no doubt, if tbey were all forgot, [not ; 



57 



THE 

PROGRESS OF ERROR. 

Si quid loqoar widieiidum. Hur, Lib* ir, Od» 2. 



Sure, muse, (if such a theme, sa dark, so long. 
May find a muse to grace it with a song) 
By what unseen and unsuspected arts 
The serpent Error twines round human hearts ; 
Tell where she lurks, beneath what flow 'ry shades, 
That not a glimpse of genuine light pervades, 
The pois'nous, black, insinuating worm 
Successfully conceals her loathsome form. 
Take, if ye can, ye careless and supine. 
Counsel and caution from a voice like mine ! 
Truths that the theorist could never reach. 
And observation taught me, I would teach. 
Not all, whose eloquence the fancy fills. 
Musical as the chime of tinkling rills. 
Weak to perform, though mighty to pretend, 
Can trace her mazy windings to their end ; 
Discern the fraud beneath thejpecious lure, 
Prevent the danger, or prescribe the cure. 
The clear harangue, and cold as it is clear. 
Falls soporific on the listless ear ; 
Like quicksilver, the rhet'ric they display 
Shines as it runs, but grasp'd at slips away. 
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Plac'd for his trial on this bustling stage^ 
From thoughtless youth to ruoiinating age. 
Free in his will to choose or to refuse, 
Man may improve the crisis, or abuse ; 
Else, on the fttalisfs unrighteous plan. 
Say to what bar amenable were man ? 
MTith nought in charge, he could betray no trust ; 
And, if he fell, would fidl because he must ; 
If I«ove reward him, or if Vengeance strike. 
His recompense in both unjust alike. 
Divine authority within iiii breast 
Brings every thought, word, action to the test; 
Waru liim or prompts^ approvct him or >ei>rain% 
As Reason, or as Pasnon, tRkes the rcias. 
Heav'n from above, and Conscience from within> 
Cries in his startled ear— Abttain from ain ! 
The werid around sohcats his desire, - 
And kindles in his soul a treach'rous fire ; 
While, all his purposes and steps to guard. 
Peace follows virtue a» its sure reward ; 
And Pleasure brings us surely in her train 
Remorse, and Sorrow, and vindictive Pain. 

Man, thus endu'd with an elective voice. 
Must be supplied with objects of his choice. 
Where'er he turnip enjoyment and delight. 
Or present, or in prospect, meet his sig^t ; 
Those open on the spot their houey'd store ; 
These call him loudly to pursuit of more. 
Ills unexhausted mine the sordid vice 
Avarice shows, and virtue is the price. 
Her various motives his ambition raise— 
Pow'r,porop, and splendour, and the thirst of praise : 
There Beauty wooes him with expanded arms ; 
EWn Bacchanalian nmdneas has its charms. 
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Again impetuous to the field he flies ; 
Leaps ev'ry fence but one, there hlU and dies ; 
Like a slain deer, the tumbrel brings him home, 
Unmiss'd but by his dogs and by his groom. 
Ye clergy, while your orbit is your place. 
Lights of the world, and stars of human race ; 
But if eccentric ye forsake your sphere. 
Prodigies ominous, and viewM with fear ; 
The comet's baneful influence is a dream ; 
Yours real and pernicious in the' extreme. 
What then ! — are appedtes and lusts laid down 
With the same ease that man puts on his gown ? 
Will Av'rice and Concupiscence give place, 
Charm'd by the sounds--- Your Reverence, or Your 

Grace? 
No. But his own engagement binds him fait ; 
Or, if it does not, brands him to the last. 
What atheists call him — a designing knave^ 
A mere church juggler, hypocrite, and slave. 
Oh, laugh or mourn with me the rueful jest, 
A cassock'd huntsman, and a fiddling priest ! 
He from Italian songsters takes his cue : 
Set Paul to Music, he shall quote him too. 
He takes the fleld, the master of the pack 
Cries — Well done saint ! and claps him on the back. 
Is this the path of sanctity P Is this 
To stand a wavmark in the road to bliss ? 

m 

Himself a wand'rer from the narrow way. 
His silly slteep what wonder if they stray ? 
Go, cast your orders at your Bishop's feet. 
Send your dishonour'd gown to Monmouth street ! 
The sacred function in your hands is made- 
Sad sacrilege ! no function, but a trade ! 

Occiduus is a pastor of renown. 
When he has pray'd andpreach'd the sabbath down.. 
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With wire and catgut be concludes the day, 

Quav'ring and semiqua^'ring care away. 

The full concerto swells upon your ear ; 

All elbows shake. Look in» and you would swear 

The Babylonian tyrant with a nod. 

Had suromon'd them to serve bis golden God. 

So well that thought the' employment seems to suit, 

Psalt'ry and sackbut, dulcimer and flute. 

O fie ! 'tis evangelical and pure : 

Observe each face, how sober and demure ! 

Ecstacy sets her stamp on ev'ry mien ; 

Chins fsdl'n, and not an eyeball to be seen. 

Still I insist, though music heretofore 

Has charm'd me much, (not ev'n Occiduus more) 

Love, joy, and peace make harmony more meet 

For si^bath ev'nings, and perhaps as sweet. 

Will not the sickliest sheep of ev'ry flock 
Resort to this example as a rock ; 
There stand, and justify the foul abuse 
Of sabbath hours with plausible excuse ; 
If apostolic gravity hz free 
To play the fool on Sundays, why not we ? 
If lie the tinkling harpsichord regards 
As inoffensive, what offence in cards ? 
Strike up the fiddles, let us all be gay, 
Laymen have leave to dance, if parsons play. 

Oh Italy ! — Thy sabbaths will be soon 
Our sabbaths, clos'd with mumm'ry and buffoon. 
Preaching and pranks will share the motley scene. 
Ours pai*cell'd out, as thine have ever bceuj 
(xod's worship and the mountebank between. 
What says the prophet ? Let that day be blest 
With holiness and consecrated rest. 

Vol. XXXVr. F 
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Pastime and butinen both it should exclude^ 

And bar the door the moment they intrude : 

Nobly distinguisb'd above aU the siz 

By deeds^ in which the world must never mix. 

Hear him again. He calls it a delight, 

A day of luxury observed aright. 

When the glad soul is made Heav'n's welcome guM 

Sits banquetting, and God provides the feast. 

But triflers are eng^g^d and cannot come i 

Tlieir answer to tlie call is — JVb^ at home. 

O the dear pleasures of the velvet plain. 
The painted tablets, dealt and dealt again ! 
Cards with what rapture, and the polish'd die. 
The yawning chasm of indolence supply ! 
Then to tlie dance, and make the sober moon 
Witness of joys ttiat shun the sight of noon. 
Blame, cynic, if you can, quadrille or ball, 
The snug close party, or the splendid hall, 
Where Night, down-stooping from her ebon thron 
Views constellations brighter than her own. 
n'is innocent, and harmless, and rcfin'd, 
The balm of care, Elysium of the mind. 
Innocent! Oh if venerable Time 
Slain at the foot of pleasure be no crime, 
Then, with his silver beard and magic wand, 
T^t Comus rise archbishop of the land ; 
Let him your rubric and your feasts prescribe. 
Grand metropolitan of all the tribe. 

Of manners rough, and coarse athletic cast, 
The rank debauch suits Clodio's filthv taste. 
Kufillus, exquiutely fbrm'd by rule. 
Not of the moral, but the dancing school. 
Wonders at Clodio's follies, in a tone 
\9 tragical, as others at his owii. 
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He cannot drink five bottles, bilk tbe score. 

Then kill a constable^ and drink five more ; 

But he can draw a pattern, make a tart, 

And has the ladies' etiquette by heart. 

Go, fool ; and, arm in arm with Clodio, plead 

Your cause before a bar you little dread ; 

But know, the law, that bids the drunkard di«. 

Is &r too just to pass the trifier by. 

Both baby-feattur'd, and of infiint size, 

View'd from a distance, and with heedless eyes. 

Folly and Innocence are so alike, 

The difference, though essential, fidls to strike. 

Yet Folly, ever has a vacant stare, 

A umpiring eoont^nance, and a trifling air ; 

But Innocence, sedate, serene, erect, 

Delights us, by engaging our respect. 

Man, Nature's guest by invitation sweet, 

Beceives from her boUi appetite and treat ; 

But, if he play the glutton and exceed. 

His benefactress blushes at the deed, 

For Nature, nice, as lib'ral to dispense, 

Made nothing but a brute the slave of sense. 

Daniel ate pulse by choice-^example rare ! 

Heav'n bless'd the youth, and made him fresh and 

Gorgonius sits, abdominous and wan, [fair. 

Like a fat squab upon a Chinese fan : 

He snuffs far off the* anticipated joy ; 

Turtle and ven'son all liis thoughts employ ; 

Prepares for meals as jockeys take a sweat, 

Oh, nauseous !— an emetic for a whet ! 

Will Providence o'erlook the wasted good P 

Temperance were no virtue if he could. 

That pleasures, therefore, or what such we caU, 
Arc hurtful, is a truth confessed by al\. 
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And some, that seem to threaten virtue less, 
Still hurtfbl in the' abuse, or by the' excess. 

Is man then only for his torment plac'd 
The centre of delights he may not taste ? 
Like fabled Tantalus, condemn'd to hear 
The precious stream still purling in his ear. 
Lip-deep in what he longs for, and yet curst 
IVith prohibition, and perpetual thirst ? 
No, wrangler — destitute of shame and sense. 
The precept, that enjoins him abstinence. 
Forbids him none but the licentious joy. 
Whose fruit, though fair, tempts only to destroy. 
Bemorse, the fatal egg by Pleasure laid 
In ev'ry bosom where her nest is made, 
Hatch'd by the beams of truth denies him rest. 
And proves a raging scorpion in his breast. 
No pleasure ? Are domestic comforts dead ? 
Are all the nameless sweets of friendship fled? 
Has time worn out, or fashion put to shame. 
Good bense, good health, good conscience, and good 

fame .' 
All these belong to virtue, and all prove. 
That virtue has a title to your love. 
Have you no touch of pity, that the poor 
Stand starv'd at your inhospitable door ? 
Or if yourself, too scantily supplied, 
Need help, let honest industry provide. 
Earn, if you want; if you abound, impart: 
These both are pleasures to the feeling hearts 
No pleasure ? has some sickly eastern waste 
Sent i;s 4i wind to parch us at a blast ? 
Can Hritish Paradise no scenes aflbrd 
To please her sated and indiff 'rent lord r 
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Are sweet philosophy's enjoyments run 
Quite to the lees ? And has religfion none ? 
Brutes capable would tell you 'tis a lie. 
And judge you from the kennel and the styei 
Delights like these, ye sensual and profane, 
Te are bid, begg'd, besought to entertain ; 
CallM to these crystal streams, do ye turn off 
Obscene to swill and swallow at a trough ? 
Envy the beast then, on whom Heaven bestows 
Your pleasures, with no curses in the close. 

Pleasure admitted in undue degree 
Enslaves the will, nor leaves the judgment free. 
*Tis not alone the grape's enticing juice. 
Unnerves the moral pow'rs, and mars their use r 
Ambition, av'rice, and the lust of fame. 
And woman, lovely wonuui, does the same. 
The heart, surrender'd to the ruling pow'r 
Of some ungovern'd passion ev'ry hour, 
Finds by degrees the truths, that once bore sway^ 
And all their deep impressions, wear away ; . 
So coin grows smooth, in traffic current pass'd. 
Till Caesar's image is effac'd at last. 

The breach, tho' small at firat, soon op'ning wide^ 
In rushes folly with a full-moon tide, 
Then welcome errors of whatever size, 
To justify it by a thousand lies. 
As creeping ivy clings to Wdod or stone. 
And hides the niin that it feeds upon ; 
So sophistry cleaves close to and protects 
Sin's rotten trunk, concealing its defects. 
Mortids, whose pleasures are their only care. 
First wish to be impos'd on, and then are. 
And, lest the fulsome artifice should fail. 
Themselves will hide its coarseness with a v^it. 

P 2 
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Not more illustrious are the just and true, 
To g^ve to Virtue what is Virtue's due — 
The praise of wisdom^ comeliness, and worthy 
And call her charms to public notice forth — 
Than Vice's mean and disingenuous race. 
To hide the shocking^ features- of her face. 
Her form with dress and lotion they repair ; 
Then kiss their idol, and pronounce her fair. 

The sacred implement 1 now employ. 
Might prove a mischief, or at best a toy ; 
A trifle, if* it move but to amuse ; 
But, if to wrong the judgpnent and abuse. 
Worse than a poniard in the basest hand. 
It stabs at once the morals of a land. 

Ye writers of what none with safety reads, 
Footing it in the dance that Fancy leads ; 
Ye novelists, wbo mar what ye would mend, 
Snivelling and driv'lling folly without end ; 
Whose corresponding misses fill the ream 
With, sentimental frippery and dream. 
Caught in a delicate soft silken net 
By some lewd earl, or rakehell baronet : 
Ye pimps, who under virtue's fair pretence. 
Steal to the closet of young innocence. 
And teach her, unexperienc'd yet and green. 
To scribble as you scribbled at fifteen ; 
Who, kindling a combustion of desire, 
AVith some cold moral think to quench the fire 
Though all your engineering proves in vain. 
The dribbling stream ne'er puts it out again : 
O that a verse had power, and could command 
Far, far away, these flesh-flies of the land ; 
Who fasten without mercy on the fair, 
And sack, and leave a craving maggot there ! 
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Howe'er disgfuis'd the' inflammatoty tale, 
And cover'd with a fine-spun specious veil ; 
Such writers, and such readers, owe the gust 
And relish of their pleasure all to lust. 

But the muse, eagle^pinionM, has in view 
A quarry more important still than you ; 
Down, down the wind sh« swims, and sails away, 
Now stoops upon it, and now grasps the prey. 

Petronitts ! all the muses weep for thee ; 
But -every tear shall scald thy memory : 
The graces too, wfail« Virtue at their shrine 
Lay bleeding under that soft hand of thine, 
Felt each a mortal stab in her own breast, 
Abhorr'd the sacrifice, and curs'd the priest. > 
Thou polidi'd and high-finished foe to truth, 
Greybeard curruptor <ii our list'ning youth, 
To purge and skim away the filth of vice. 
That so refin'd it might the more entice. 
Then pour it on the morals of thy son ; 
To taint his heart, was worthy of thine ovm / 
Now, while the poison all high life pervades. 
Write, if thou canst, one letter from the shades. 
One, and one only, charg'd with deep regret. 
That thy worse part, thy principles, lire yet : 
One sad epistle thence may cure mankind 
Of the plague spread by bundles lef^ behind. 
*Tis granted, and no plainer truth appears. 
Our most important are our earliest years ; 
The Mind, impressible and soft, with ease 
Imbibes and copies what she hears and sees. 
And through life's labyrinth holds fast the clew. 
That Education gives her, false or true. 
Plants rais'd with tenderness are seldom strong ; 
Man's coltish disposition asks the thong \ 
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And without discipline th^ fav'rite child^ 
Like a neglected forester, runs wild. 
But we, as if good qualities would gprow 
Spontaneous, take but little pains to sow ; 
We g^ve some Latin, and a smatch of Greek ; 
Teach him to fence and figure twice a week » 
And having done, we think the best we can. 
Praise his proficiency and dub him man. 

From school to Cam or Isis, and then home ; 
And thence with all convenient speed to Rome, 
With rev'rend tutor clad in habit lay. 
To tease for cash, and quarrel with all day ; 
With memorandum-book for ev*ry town. 
And ev'ry post, and where the chaise broke down ; 
His stock, a few French phrases got by heart. 
With mifch to learn, but nothing to impart. 
The youth, obedient to his sire's commands. 
Sets off a wand'rer into foreign lands. 
Surprised at all they meet, the gosling pair. 
With awkward gait, stretch'd neck, and siUy stare. 
Discover huge cathedrals built with stone. 
And steeples tow'ring high much like our own ; 
But show peculiar light by many a grin 
At popish practices observed within. 

Ere long some bowing, smirking, smart abbe 
Remarks two loit'rers, that have lost their way ; 
And being always prim'd with politetae 
For men. of their appearance and address. 
With much compassion undertakes the task. 
To tell them more than they have wit to ask; 
Points to inscriptions wheresoever they tread. 
Such as, when legible, were never read. 
But, being cankered now and half worn out. 
Craze antiquarian brains with endless doubt : 
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Some headless hero, or some Csesar shows — 
Defective only in his Roman nose ; 
Exhibits elevations, drawings, plans. 
Models of Herculanean pots and pans ; 
And sells thiem medals, which, if neither rare 
Nor ancient, will be so, preserv'd with care. 
Strange the recital ! from whatever cause 
His great improvement and new light he draws. 
The squire, once bashful, is shamefac'd no more, 
But teems with powers he never felt before : 
Whether increas'd momentum, and the force, 
IVith which from clime to clime he sped his course, 
(As axles sometimes kindle as they go) 
Chaf 'd him, and brought dull nature to a glow ; 
Or whether clearer skies and softer air. 
That make Italian flowers so sweet and fair. 
Freshening his lazy spirits as he ran. 
Unfolded genially and spread the man ; 
Ketuming he proclaims by many a grace. 
By shrugs and strange contortions of his face, 
How much a dunce, that has been sent to roam, 
Exceb a dunce, that has been kept at home. 

Accomplishments have taken virtue's place, 
And wisdom falls before exterior grace : 
M'e slight tlie precious kernel of the stone, 
And toil to polish its rough coat alone. 
A just deportment, manners grac'd with ease. 
Elegant phrase, and figure form'd to please, 
Are qualities, tliat seem to comprelicnd 
Whatever parents^ guardians, schools, intend ; 
Hence an unfurnished and a listless mind. 
Though busy, trifling ; empty, though refin'd ; 
Hence all that interferes, and dares to clash 
With indolence and luxury, is trash : 
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While learning, once the man's exclunve pride. 

Seems verging fast towards the female side. 

Learning itself^ receivM into a mind 

By nature weak, or viciously inclin'd. 

Serves but to lead philosophers astray. 

Where children would with ease discern the vay« 

And of all arts sagacious dupes invent. 

To cheat themselves and gain the world's assent 

The worst is — Scripture warp'd from its intent. 

The carriage bowls along, and all are pleas'd 
IF Tom be sober, and the wheels well greas'd; 
But if the rogue have gone a cup too fiir. 
Left out his linchpin, or Ibrgot his tar. 
It suffers interruption and delay. 
And meets with hindrance in the smoothest way. 
When some hypothesis absurd and vain 
Has fillM with all its fumes a critic's braii^ 
The text, that sorts not with his darling whim. 
Though plain to others, is obscure to him. 
The will made subject to a lawless force. 
All is irregular and out of course : 
And Judgment drunk, and brib'd to lose his way. 
Winks hard, and talks of darkness at noonday. 

A critic on the sacred book should be 
Candid and learn'd, dispassionate and free : 
Free from the wayward bias bigots feel, 
From fancy's influence, and intemp'rate zeal : 
But above all, (or let the wretch refrain, 
Nor touch the page he cannot but profane) 
Free from the domineering pow'r of lust ; 
A lewd interpreter is never just. 

How shall 1 speak thee, or thy pow'r address, 
Tl>ou god of our idolatry, the Press ? 
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By thee religion, liberty, and laws, 
Exert their influence, and advance their cause; 
By thee worse plagues than Phafaoh's land befel, 
Diffus'd, make Earth the vestibule of> Hell ; 
Thou fountain, at which drink the good and wise i 
Thou ever bubbling spring of endless lies ; 
Like Eden's dread probationary tree, 
Knowledge of good and evil is from thee. 

No wild enthusiast ever yet could rest. 
Till half mankind were like himself posaess'd. 
Philosophers^ who darken and put out 
Eternal truth by everlasting doubt » 
Church qaaeka^ with passions under no commandy 
Who fill the world with doctrines contraband. 
Discoverers of they know not what, confinM 
Within no boonds^^the blind that lead the blind i 
To streams of popular opinion drawn^ 
Deposit in those shallows all their spawn ^ 
The wriggly fry soon fill the creeks around^ 
Pois'ning the waters where their swarms abounds 
Scorn'd by the nobler tenants of the flood, [food. 
Minnows and gudgeons gorge the' unwholesome 
The propagated myriads spread so fast, 
Ev'n Lewenhoeck Iiimself would stand aghast, 
Employ'd to calculate the' enormous sum, 
And own his crab-computing pow'rs o*ercome« 
Is this hyperbole ? The world well known. 
Your sober thoughts will hardly find it one. 

Fresh confidence the speculalist takes 
From ev'ry hair-brain'd proselyte he makes; 
And therefore prints. Himself but half deceived- 
Till others have the soothing tale believ'dr 
llence comment after comment spun as fine 
Xs bloated spiders draw the flimsy line. 
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Hence the same word, that bids our lusts obey. 
Is misapplied to sanctify *their sway. 
If s^bbom Greek refuse to be his friend, 
Hebrew or Syriac shall be forc'd to bend: 
If languages and copies all cry, No- 
Somebody prov'd it centuries ago. 
Like trout pursued, the critic in despair 
Darts to the mud, and finds his safety there. 
Woman, whom custom has forbid to fly 
The scholar's pitch, (the scholar best knows why] 
With all the simple and unletter'd poor. 
Admire his learning, and almost adore. 
Whoever errs, the priest can ne'er be wrong. 
With such fine words familiar to his tongue. 

Ye ladies ! (for indifPrent in your cause, 
I should deserve to forfeit all applause) 
Whatever shocks or gives the least offence 
To virtue, delicacy, truth, or sense, 
(Try the criterion, 'tis a faithful guide) 
Nor has, nor can have. Scripture on its side. 

None but an author knows an author's cares. 
Or Fancy's fondness for the child she bears. 
Committed once into the public arms. 
The baby seems to smile with added charms. 
Like something precious ventur'd far from shore.. 
'Tis valued for the danger's sake the more. 
He views it with complacency scpreme. 
Solicits kind attention to his dream ; 
And daily more enamour'd of the cheat, 
Kneels, and asks Heav'n to bless the dear deceit. 
So one whose story serves at least to show 
Men lov'd their own productions long ago, 
Woo'd an unfeeling statue for his wife. 
Nor rested till the gods had giv'n it life 
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If some mere driv'Jlep suck the su|^ap'd fib. 
One that still needs bis leading string and bib> 
And praise his genius; he is soon repaid 
In praise applied to the same part — his head : 
For 'tis a rule, that holds for ever true. 
Grant me discernment, and I grant it you. 

Patient of contradiction as a child, 
Affable, humble, diffident, and mild ; 
Such was sir Isaac, and such Boyle and Locke : 
Your blunderer is as sturdy as a rock. 
The creature is so sure to kick and bite, 
A muleteer's the man to set him right. 
First Appetite enlists him Truth's sworn foe. 
Then obstinate Self-will confirms him so. 
Tell him he wanders ; that his error leads 
To fatal ills; that, though the path he treads 
Be flow'ry, and he see no cause of fear. 
Death and the pains of Hell attend him there -. 
In vsun ; the slave of arrogance and pride. 
He has no hearing on the prudent side. 
He still refuted quirks he still repeats j 
New rais'd objections with new quibbles meets . 
Till, sinking in the quicksand he defends. 
He dies disputing, and tlie contest ends — 
But not the mischiefs ; they, still left behind 
Like thistle -seeds, are sown by every wind. 

Thus men go wrong with an ingenious skill ;' 
Bend the straight rule to their own crooked will ; 
And with a clear and shining lamp supplied, ■ 
First put it out, then take it for a guide- 
Halting on crutches of unequal size. 
One leg by truth supported, one by lies ; 
They sidle to the goal witli awkward pace. 
Secure of nothing — but to lose the race. 

Vol. XXXVI. G 
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Faults in the life breed errors in the br&Im 
And these reciprocally those again. 
The mind and conduct mutually imprint 
And stamp their image in each other's mint ;. 
Each, sire and dam, of an infernal race, 
Begetting and conceiving all that's base. 

None sends his arrow to the mark in view^ 
Whose hand is feeble, or his aim untrue. 
For though, ere yet the shatt is on the wing. 
Or when it first forsakes the' elastic string, 
It err but little from the' intended line. 
It falls at last ftr wide of his design ; 
So he, who seeks a mansion in the sky. 
Must watch his purpose with a steadfiist eye } 
That prize belong^ to none but the sincere. 
The least obliquity is fatal here. 

With caution taste the sweet Circean cup : 
He that mps often, at last drinks it up. 
Habits are soon assum'd } but when we striro 
To strip them off, 'tis being ilay-*d alive. 
Call'd to the temple of impure deUght, 
He that abstains, atid he alone, does right. 
If a wish wander that way, call it home ; 
He cannot long be safe whose wishes roam. 
But, if you pass the threshold, you are caught ; 
Die then, if pow'r Almighty save you not. 
There hard'ning by degprees, till double steel'cl. 
Take leave of nature's God, and God reveal'd ? 
Then laugh at all you trembled «t before ; 
And, joining the free-thinker's brutal roar. 
Swallow the two granf nostrums they dispense- 
That Scripture lies, and blasphemy is sense. 
If clemency revolted by abuse 
Be damnable, then damn'd without excuse; 
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iifome dream that they can silence, when they will, 
The storm of passion, and say. Peace, be ttiUi 
But ** Thus far and no farther^** when address'd 
To the wild wave, or wilder human breast. 
Implies authority that never €an,> 
That never ought to be the lot of man. 

But muse forbear; long flights forebode a faU» 
Strike on the deep-ton'd chord the sum of all. 

Hear the just law — ^the judgment of the sides ! 
He that hates truth shaH be the dupe of lies: 
And he that itdU be cheated to the last. 
Delusions strong as Hell shall bind him fast. 
But if the wand'rer his mistake discern. 
Judge ilia own ways, and sigh for a retunv 
Bewilder'd once, must he bewail his loss 
For ever and for ever } No-^the cross ! 
There and there only (diough the deist rave. 
And atheist, if Earth bear so base a slave) ; 
There and there only is the pow'r to save. 
There no delusive hope invites despair; 
No roock'ry meets you, no deception there. 
The spells ^nd charms, that blinded you before, 
All vanish there, and fascinate no m^re. 

1 am no preacher, let this hint suffice — 
The cross once seen is death to ev'ry vice : 
FJse he that hung there suffered all his pain, 
)))ed, groan'd, and agoniz'd, and died, in v»itu 
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Majt, on the dubious waves of error toss'd, 
His ship half founder'd, and his compass lost. 
Sees, far as human optics may command, 
A sleeping fog, and fancies it dry land : 
Spreads all his canvass, ev'ry sinew plies ; 
Pants for't, aims at it, enters it, and dies '. 
Then farewell all self-satisfying schemes. 
His well built systems, philosophic dreams ; 
Deceitful views of future bliss farewell ! 
He reads his sentence at the flames of Hell. 

Hard lot of man — to toil for the reward 
Of virtue, and yet lose it! Wherefore hard ? — 
He that would win the race must guide his horse 
Obedient to the customs of the course : 
Else, though unequall'd to the goal he flies. 
And meaner than himself shall gain the' prize. 
Grace leads the right way : if you choose the wror 
Take it and perish ; but restrain your tongue ; 
Charge not, with light sufficient, and left free. 
Your wilful suicide on God's decree. 

O how unlike the complex works of man, 
Hcav'n's easy, artless, unincumbered plan ' 
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No meretricious graces to beguile. 

No clustering omaments to clog the pile ; 

From ostentation as from weakness free. 

It stands like the cerulean arch we see. 

Majestic in its own nroplidty. 

Inscrib'd above the portal, from afiu* 

Conspicuous as the brightness of a star. 

Legible only by the light they give. 

Stand the soul-qnick'ningwords— biuxti abb lit£. 

Too many, shock'd at what should chann them most. 

Despise the pUdn direction, and are lost. 

Heav'n on such terms ! (they cry with proud disdain) 

Incredible, impossible, and vain 1— 

llebel, because 'tis easy to obey ; 

And scorn, fiir its own sake, the gracious way. 

These are the sober, in whose cooler brains 

Some thought of immortality remains ; 

The rest too busy or too gay to wait 

On the sad theme, their everlasting state. 

Sport for a day, and perish in a night. 

The foam upon the waters not so light. 

Wl)o judg*d the pharisee ? What odious cause 
Espos'd him to the vengeance of the laws ? 
Had he seduc'd a virgin, wronged a friend. 
Or stabb'd a man to serve some pri^-ate end ? 
Was blasphemy his sin P Or did he stray 
From the strict duties of the sacred day ? 
Sit long and late at the carousing board ? 
(Such were the sins with which he charged his Lord.) 
No— t!ie man's morals were exact, what then ? 
'Twas his ambition to be seen of men ; 
His virtues were his pride ; and that one vice 
Made all his virtues gewgaws of no price ; 

G3 
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ile wore them as fine trappings for a show, 
A praying, synagogue-frequenting beau. 

The self-applauding bird, the peacock 
Marjc what a sumptuous pharisee is he ! 
Meridian sun-beams tempt him to unfold 
His radiant glories, azure, green, and gold : 
He treads as if, some solemn music near. 
His measur'd steps were govem'd by hia ear ; 
And seems to say-»Ye meaner fowl, give place, 
I am all splendour, dignity, and grace ! 

Not so the pheasant on his charms presumes. 
Though he too has a glory in his plumes. 
He, christianlike, retreats with modest mien 
To the close copse, or far sequester'd green, 
And shines without desiring to be seen. 
The plea of works, as arrogant and vain, 
Heav'n turns from with abhorrence and disdain ; 
Not more affronted by avow'd neglect. 
Than by the mere dissembler's feign'd respect. 
What is all righteousness that men devise ? 
What — but a sordid bargain for the skies ? 
But Christ as soon would abdicate his own. 
As stoop from Heav'n to sell the proud a throne. 

His dwelling a recess in some rude rock. 
Book, beads, and maple-dish, his meagre stock ; 
In shirt of hair and weeds of canvass dress'd. 
Girt with a bell-rope that the pope has bless'd ; 
Adust with stripes told out for ev'ry crime, 
And sore tormented long before his time ; 
His pray'r preferr'd to saints that cannot aid ; 
His praise postpon'd, and never to be paid ; 
See the sage herlbiit, by mankind admir'd, 
With all that bigotiy adopts inspir'd, 
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Wearing out life in his religious whim, 
Till his religious whimsy wears out him. 
His works, his abstinence, his zeal allow'd. 
You think him humble — God accounts him proud ; 
High in demand, though lowly in pretence. 
Of all his conduct this the genuine sense — 
My penitential stripes, my streaming blood. 
Have purchased Heav'n, and prove my title good. 

Turn eastward now, and Fancy shall apply 
To your weak sight her telescopic eye. 
The bramin kindles on his own bare head 
The sacred fire, self-torturing liis trade. 
His voluntary pains, severe and long. 
Would give a barb'rous air to British song ; 
No grand inquisitor could worse invent. 
Than he contrives to suffer well content. 

Which is the saintlier worthy of the two ? 
Past all dispute, yon anchorite, say you. 
Your sentence and mine differ. What's a name t 
I say the bramin has the fairer claim. 
If suff''rings. Scripture no where recommends, 
Dcvis'd by self to answer selfish ends, 
(live saintship, then all Europe must agree 
Ten starveling hermits suffer less than he. 

The truth is (if the truth may suit your ear, 
And prejudice have left a passage clear) 
Pride has attained its most luxuriant growtli. 
And poison'd every virtue in them both. 
Pride may be pampered while the flesh g^ows lean ; 
Humility may clothe an English dean ; 
That gfrace was Cowperes — his, confess*d by all — 
Though plac'd in golden Durliam's second stall. 
Not all the plenty of a bishop's board, 
II is palace, and his lacqueys, and " My Lord," 
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More nourish pride, that concLescendii)|jf vic«. 
Than abstinence, and beggaty« and lice ; 
It thmea in mis*iy9 and abundant grows : 
In inis*ty foola upon thenwehres inpoae. 

Bnt why before ua protestaata prodnce 
An Indian myatic* or a French recluae ? 
Their «n is phdn ; bat what have we to fear, 
BefbmM and well tnstmcted i You shall hear. 

Yon ancient pnide, whose withered features show 
She might be joiang some Ibrty years ago, 
Her elbows pinioned close upon her lips^ 
Her head erect, her fen upon her lips, 
Her eye-brows ardi'd, her ey^ both gone astray. 
To watch yon am'roos coople in their play, 
With bony and nnkerchieTd neck defies 
The rude inclemency of wintiy skies, 
And sails with lappet-head and mincingf airs 
Duly at chink of fatell to morning pray'rs. 
To thrift and parsimony much inclin'd. 
She yet allows herself tliat boy behind; 
The shiT'ring urchin, bending as he goes, 
'With slipshod heels, and dewdrop at hia nose ; 
His predecessor'^ coat advanc'd to wear, 
"Which future pages yet are doom'd to ahare. 
Carries her Bible tuck'd beneath his arm. 
And hides his hands to keep his fingers warm. 

She, half an angel in her own accoiuit. 
Doubts not hereafter with the saints to mount. 
Though not a grace appears on strickest seardi. 
But that she fests, and iiem, goea to church. 
Conscious of age she recollects her youth. 
And tells, not alwa3fs with an eye to tnilh, 
YHio spann'd her waist, and who> where'er he came, 
Scrawl'd upon glass Miss Bridget's lovely name j 



Who stole her slipper, fill'd it with tokay, 

And drank the little bumper ev'ry day. 

Of temper as envenom'd as an asp, 

Censorious, and her ev'ry word a wasp ; 

In fsuthful memory she records the crimes 

Or real, or fictitious, of the times ; 

Laughs at the reputation she has torn, 

And holds them dangrmg at arm's length in scorn. 

Such are the fruits of sanctimonious pride. 
Of malice fed while flesh is mortified : 
Take, madam, the reward of -all your pray'rs, • 
Where hermits and where bramins meet with theirs; 
Your portion is with them. — ^Nay, never frown, 
fiut, if 70U please, some fathoms lower down. 

Artist attend — ^your brushes and your paint- 
Produce them — ^take a chair — now draw a saint. 
Oh sorrowful and sad ! the streaming tears 
Channel her cheeks — a Niobe appears ! 
Is this a saint ? Throw tints and all away — 
True Piety is cheerful as the day, 
Will weep indeed and heave a pitying groan 
For others' woes, but smiles upon her own. 

What purpose has the King of saints in view r 
Why falls the Gospel like a gracious dew P 
To call up plenty from the teeming earth, 
Or curse the desert with a tenfold dearth ? 
Is it that Adam's offspring may be sav'd 
From servile fear, or be the more enslav'd ? 
To loose the links, that gall'd mankind before. 
Or bind them faster on, and add still more ? 
The freebom Christian has no chains to prove, 
Or, if a chain, the golden one of love : 
No fear attends to quench his glowing fires. 
What fear he feels his gratitude inspires. 
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Shall he^ for such dellv'rance freely wrougrii> 
Becoropense ill ? He trembles at the thoug^bt. 
His master^ infrest and his own combinM 
Prompt eiT'iy movement oChis heart and mind. 
Thought, wotd and deed, -his liberty evince. 
His freedom is the freedom of a prince. 

Man's obligations infinite, of course 
His life should prove that he perceives their ibrce 
His utmost he can render is but small—' 
The principle and motive »U in all. 
Tou have two servants— Tom, an ardh, sly rogue. 
From top to toe the Geta now in vogue. 
Genteel in figure, caiy in address. 
Moves without noite, and swift as an express 
Reports a message with a pleasing grace. 
Expert in all the duties of his place ; 
Say, on what hinge does his obedience qovq jt 
Has he a world of gratitude and 16ve ? 
No, not a spark — 'tis all mere sharper's play ; 
He likes your bouse, your housemai4> suid your pay 
Beduce his wages, or get rid of her, 
Tom quits you, witli-^Your most obedient. Sir. 

The dinner serv'd, Charles takes his usual stand 
Watches your eye, anticipate^ command ; 
Sighs if perhaps your appetite should fail ; 
And if he but suspects a frown, turns pale ; 
Consults all day your int'rest and your ease. 
Richly rewarded if he can but please ; 
And, proud to make his firm attachment known. 
To save your life would nobly risk his own. 

Now whicfi stands highest in your serious thought 
Charles, without doubt, say you — and so he ought 
One act, that from & thankful heart proceedii, 
Excels ten thousand mercenary deeds. 



Thus Heaven appi^ves as honest ai«! sincere 
The work of gen'rous love and filial fear ; 
But with averted eyes the' omniscient Jud^ 
Scorns the base hireling*, and the slavish drudge. 
Where dwell these matchless satnis?— -old Cario> 
Ev'n at your sidcy Sir, and before ydur eyes [cries. C 
The favovir'd few — the* enthunasts you despise. J 
And pleas'd at heart because on holy ground 
Sometimes a canting hypocrite is (bund, 
Reproach a people with his single fall) 
And cast his filthy raiment at them all. 
Attend ! — an apt similitude shall show 
Whence springs the conduct that ofibnds you flo. 

See where it smokes along the sounding plains 
Blown all aslant^ a driving, dashing rain. 
Peal upon peal redoubling all around. 
Shakes it again and faster to the ground ; 
Now flashing wide, now glancing as in play. 
Swift beyond thought the lightnings dart away. 
Ere yet it cam^s the travMler urg*d his steed, 
And hurried, but witli unsuccessful speed ; 
Now drench*d throughout, and hopeless of his oasei 
He drops the rein, and leaves him to bis pace. 
Suppose, unlookM for in a scene so rude. 
Long hid by interposing hill or wood. 
Some mansion neat and elegantly dress'd, ■ 
Hy some kind hospitable heaK possessed, ^ 
Offer hJm warmth, security, and rest ; 
Think with what pleasure, safe and at his ease. 
He hears the tempest howling in the trees ; 
What glowing thanks his lips and heart employ, 
While danger past is turn'd to present joy. 
So fares it with the sinner, when he feels 
A growing dread (tf^vengeajnee at hl^ Ke^ ; 
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His eonscien;^, like a glassy lake before, 
Lash'd into foaming waves begins to roar ; 
Tbe law grown clainorousr though silent long. 
Arraigns hi«i— <^arges him with ev'ry wrongs- 
Asserts- the rights of hia offended I^rd, 
And death or restitution is tlie word : 
The last impossible, he fears the first. 
And, having well deserv'd, expecta the worst. 
Then welcome refuge, and a peaceful home ; 
Oh for a shelter from the wrath to come ! 
Crush me ye rocks;. ye falling mountains hidc^ 
Or bury me in ocean's angry tide. — 
The scrutiny of those all-aeeing eyes 
I dare not-— And you need not, God replies -, 
The remedy you want I freely give : 
The book shall teach you — read, believe, and live 
Tib done— 4lie raging storm ia heard no more, 
Mercy receives him on her peaceful shore : 
And Justice, guardian of the dread command, 
Drops the red vengeance from his willing hand. 
^A soul redeem'd demands a life of pruisc ; 
Hence the complexion of his future days, 
Hence a demeanour holy and unspeck'd. 
And the world's hatred, as its sure effect. 

Some lead a life unblamable and just. 
Their own dear virtue their unshaken trust. 
They never sin — or if (as all offend) 
Some trivial slips their daily walk attend. 
The poor are near at hand, tlie charge is small, 
A slight gratuity atones for all. 
For though the pope has lost his interest hero. 
And pardons are not sold as once they were, 
No papist more desirous to compound. 
Than some grave siuaers upon j^ngliah grounds 
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That plea refuted, other quirks they seek — 
Mercy is infinite, and man is weak ; 
The future shall obliterate the past. 
And Heaven no doubt shall be their home at last. 
Come then — a still, small whisper in your ear- 
He has no hope who never had a fear ; 
And he that never doubted of his state. 
He may perhaps — perhaps he may — too late. 

The path to bliss abounds with many a snare ; 
Learning is one, and wit, however rare. 
The Frenchman, first in literary fame, 
(Mention him if you please. Voltaire ?-^The same.) 
With spirit, genius, eloquence, supplied, 
Liv'd long, wrote much, laugh'd heartily, and died r 
The Scripture was his jest-book, whence he drew , 
^091 mote to gall the Christian and the Jew ; 
An infidel in health, but what when sick ? 
Oh — then a text would touch him at. the quick : 
View him at Paris in his last career. 
Surrounding throngs the demigod revere. 
Exalted on his pedestal of pride, 
And fum'd with frankincense on ev'ry side. 
He begs their flattery with his latest breath. 
And smother'd in't at last, is prais'd to death. 
Yon cottager, who weaves at her own door. 
Pillow and bobbins all her little store ; 
Content, though mean, and cheerful, if not g^y, 
Shuffling her threads about the livelong day. 
Just earns a scanty pittance, and at night 
Lies down secure, her heart and pocket light ; 
She, for her humble sphere by nature fit. 
Has little understanding, and no wit, 
Receives no praise ; but, though her lot be such* 
(Toilsome and indigent) she renders mucYi ; 
Vol. XXX VT. H 



Af Mwii iImII life md KMCcnd the throne, 
B; MEtire pov'r and energj' her own, 
AJ nttnre M her own pcealiM ctnt; 
Bettore to man tbe g^oriw krhH tort. 
Go~-bid theivinteicewe-M chill the yeuv 
Bepboe thewand'ring-cofDet io hU tpherr, 
Then bout (bnt mit for tl^at nnhop'd-fer hoor) 
Tbe ■elf-reatoring'ann of bnmui pov'r. 
But what it man in Ui 0*11 prood eateem f 
Bear-hini— hinnetf the poet and the theme : 
A monHrch ckrth'd with maJHtj' and awe, 
Vn nhtd h» kingdom, and hi* wiU hil bw, 
Grace in hit mien, and 1^017 in hia eyea, 
Bupreme on Earth, and worth]' of the aide*, 
Strength in hit heart, dominion in hia nod. 
And, thnnderbOlta excepted, qnite a God ', 
, So aini^ be, charai'd with his own mind and fbi 
' Tbe Bong ma^ificent — tbe theme a wonn! 
Himself K> much the tource of his delight. 
His Maker haa no beaaty in hia ug-ht. 
See where he aita contempUtire and Gs'd, 
Pleasure and wonder in his features mii'd. 
His punon* tiun'd and all at his control, 
How petibct the composnre of his soul ! 
Complacency ha* breath'd a gentle gale 
Cer all his thonghts, and sweli'd his easy sail : 
IDs books well'trimm'd and in the gayest style, 
Uke Tegmental coscomba rank and file, 
Adam his intellect* a* well as ihclves. 
And teach him notions aplendid as themselves : 
The Bible only stand* neglected there, 
'Hkough that of ailment worthy of bi* care; 
Ami like aa inftnt troublesome awake, 
Ii Isfttoaleep for peace and quiet aake. 
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What shall the man deserve of humankind, 
Whose happy skill and industry combin'd 
Shall prove (what argument could never yet) 
The Bible an imposture and a cheat ? 
The praises of the libeitine profess'd, 
The worst of men, and curses of the best. 
Where should the livinj^, weeping o*er his woes; 
The dying, trembling at the awful close ; 
Where the betray'd, forsaken, and oppress'd. 
The thousands whom the world forbids to rest. 
Where should they, find (those comtbrts at an end 
The Scripture yields) 6r hope to find, a friend ? 
Sorrow might muse herself to madness, then, 
And seeking exile from the sight of men. 
Bury herself in solitude profound. 
Grow frantic with her pangs, and bite the ground.. 
Thus often Unbelief, grown sick of life. 
Flies to the tempting pool, or felon knife. 
The jury meet, the coroner is short. 
And lunacy the verdict of the court ; 
Reverse the sentence, let the truth be known. 
Such lunacy is ignorance alone ; 
They knew not, what some bishops may not know. 
That Scripture is the only cure of woe ; 
That field of promise, how it Hings abroad 
Its odour o'er the Christian's thorny road ! 
The soul, reposing on assnr'd relief, 
Feels herself happy amidst all her grief. 
Forgets her labour as she toils along. 
Weeps tears of joy, and bursts into a song. 

But the same word, that, like the polish'd share, 
Ploughs up the roots of a believer's care, 
"Kills too the flow'ry weeds, where'er they grow. 
That bind the sinner's Bacchanalian bTOH . 

n 2 
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Oh that onwelcame voice of hrav'nljr lore, 

Sid menen^r of mercy from above [ 

How don it gnite upon bi* tbankleu ear. 

Crippling his plauuircB with the cninp of fear 1 

Bia will and judgment at continaa] strife. 

That civil war imbitters all hia life : 

In vain he pointa hia pow'ra against tbc akies. 

In vaio he cbiae* or averti hia eyes. 

Truth will intrude — ahe bida him yet beware { 

And ihakes the sceptic in the scomer'a chair. 

Though various foes a^nat the Truth combine 
Pride above all opposea her design ; 
Pride, of a growth superior to the rest. 
The subtlest serpent with the loftiest crest. 
Swells at the thought, and kindling into rage, 
Would hiss the cherub Hercy from the stage. 

And is the soul indeed so lost J — she cries, 
Fall'n from her glory, and too weak to rise I 
Tot^id and dull beneath a frozen zone. 
Has she no spark that may be deem'dher own? 
Grant her indebted to what zealots call 
Grace undeaerv'd, yet surely not for all — 
Same beams of rectitude she yet displays. 
Some love of virtue, and some pow'r to praise ; 
Can lift herself above corporeal things. 
And, soaring on her own unborrow'd wings. 
Possess herself of sll that's good or true. 
Assert the skies, and vindicate her due. 
Past indiscretion is a venial crime. 
And ifibf youth, unmellow'd yet by time. 
Bore on his branch luxuriant then and rude 
Fruits of ■ blighted size, austere and crude, 
Maturer years shall hsppier stores produce. 
And iDelMnte the well coDcocted juice. 
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Theiv caamaas oC h^t meritorious seal. 
To Justice she- nifty make her bold appeal. 
And teare to Mercy, with a tranqoil mind^ 
The worthless and unfruitful of mankind. 
Hear then how Mercy, slighted and defied, 
Ketorta the* affront against the crown of Pride. 

Perish the Tirtue^ as it ou^^t, abhorr'd. 
And the fool with^ it, who insults his I^ord, 
The' atoaanent, a Redeemer's love has wrought. 
Is not for you—- the righteous need it not. 
Seest thou yon harlot wooing all she meets, 
The worn-out nuisance of tlie public streets. 
Herself .from morn to night, ^m night to morn, 
Her own abhorrence, and as much your s^om : 
The gracious show'r, unlimited and free, 
Shan ft}l ooher, when Ueav'n denies it thee* 
Of an that wisdom dictates this the drift. 
That man is dead in sin, and life a g^A. 

Is virtue then, unless of Christian growth. 
Mere fallacy, .or foolishness, or both ? 
Ten thousand sages lost in endless woe. 
For ignorance of what they could not know ^ 
That speech betrays at once a bigot's tongue, 
Charge not a God with such outrageous wrong. 
Truly not I— 'the partial light men have. 
My creed persuades me, well-employ'd, may save : 
While he that scorns the noonday beam, perverse, 
ShaU find the blessing unimprov'd a curse. 
Let heathen worthies, whose exalted mind 
Left sensuality and dross behind, 
Possess for me their undisputed lot. 
And take unenvied the reward tbey sought, 
But still in virtue of a Saviour's plea, 
Not blind by choice, but destin'd not to see. 



Their fortitude mnd wUdom were * flame 
CelesliRl, though they knew not whence it «uue 
lleriv'd from the aame MMiTce of light uid gnct 
That piidei the Christian in his swifter race t 
Tbcir judge woi contcienoe, and her rule thdr 1) 
That rule, punued with reTVence and with awe 
I^d them, howerer &\t,'ring, ftint, and alow. 
From what they knew, to what tbcy with'dtoknc 
But let not him, that ^are* a blighter day. 
Traduce the aplendour of a noontidD ray. 
Prefer the twilight of a darker time. 
And deem hii baie itupidity no crime i 
The wretch, who illg'htB the bounty of the sklet 
And Binka, while favour'd with the means to rite 
Shall find Ihem rated at their full amount. 
The good he scnrn'd all carried to account. 

Marshalling' all hi a terrors aa he came. 
Thunder, and earthquake, and devouting flame. 
From Sinai's top Jehora gave the law. 
Life for obedience, death for CT'ry inv. 
When the great Sov'reign would bia will exprei 
He gives a perfect rule, what can he leaa } 
And guards it with a sanction as severe 
Aa vengeance can inflict, or sinners fear ; 
Else his own glorious rights he would diaclalm. 
And man might tafely trifle with his name. 
He bids him glow with onremitfiDg love 
To all on Earth, and to himself above { 
Condemns the' iDjuiioua deed, the alsnd'rons tongi 
The thought that mediute* a brother's wrong : 
Brings not alone tbe more conapieuouB part. 
His conduct, to tbe tvst, but tries his heart 

Hark ! universal natare tbook and groan'4 
'Twu tJM int tniDip^t— iH tbe Ji>dge entkron'* 
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Rouse all your courage at your utmost need. 
Now summon ev'ry virtue, stand and plead. 
What ! silent ? Is your boasting heard no more ? 
That self-renouncing wisdom, learn'd before, 
Had shed immortal glories on your brow. 
That all your virtues cannot purchase now. 

All joy to the believer ! He can speak — 
Trembling yet happy, confident yet meek. 

Since the dear hour, that brought me to thy foot, 
And cut up all my follies by the root, 
I never trusted in an arm but thine. 
Nor hop'd, but in thy righteousness divine : 
My prayHv and alms, imperfect and defil'd. 
Were but the feeble efforts of a child, 
Howe'er perform'd, it was their brightest part, 
That they proceeded from a grateful heart 
Cleans'd in thine own all-purifying blood, 
For^ve their evil, and accept their good ; 
I cast them at thy feet — my only plea 
Is what it was, dependence upon thee, • 
While struggling in the vale of tears below. 
That never failM, nor shall it fail me now. 
Angelic g^tulations rend the skies, 
Pride falls unpitied, never more to rise, 
Humility is crown'd, and Faith receives the prize, , 
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W«i weep* the muM for England I What ftppu 
In Ung'land's MM, to more the miue to tears i 
Prom aide to uda of her delif^lful iale 
la she not elotb'd with ft perpetual onile I 
Can Nature add a ch»nn, or Art confer 
A netr-foUDd luxtirj not aeen in her i 
Where under Heav'n ia pleaiure more punued. 
Or where doei cold refleotioy less intrude ) 
Her fielda a n^ expanse of wavy com, 
Pour'd out from Pie nty'a OTerSowing' horn ; 
Ambroiial gardens, ia which art aupplies 
The fervour and the force of Indian akie*; 
Her peaceful ihorea, where busy Commerce wft 
To pour his golden tide through all her gales ( 
Whom fiery luni, that scorch the russet spice 
Of easlern groves, and oceans floor'd with ice 
Forbid in vain to push liis daring way 
To darker dimes, or clime* of brighter day ; 
Whom the winds waft where'er the billows roll 
from the World's girdle to the frozen pole i 
The chariots boanding in her wheel-worn atreel 
Her vault! bekiw, where ev'ry vintage meets ; 



Her theatres, her revels, and her sports ; 
The scenes, to which not youth alone resorts, 
But agfe, in spite of weakness and of pain, 
Still haunts, in hope to dream of jouth ag^n ; 
All speak her happy : let the muse look round 
From East to West, no sorrow can be found : 
Or only what, in cottages confin'd. 
Sighs unregarded to the passing wind. 
Then wherefore weep for England ? What appears 
In England's case, to more the muse to tears ? 

The prophet wept for Israel ; wishM his eyes 
Were fountains fed with infinite supplies : 
For Israel dealt in robbery and wrong; 
There were the •comer's and the slaiKl'rer's tongue ; 
Oaths, us'd as playthings or convenient tools, 
As interest biass'd knaves, or fashion fools ; 
Adult'ry, neighing at his neighbour's door; 
Oppression, lab'ring hard to grind the poor ; 
The partial balance, and deceitful werght ; 
The treach'rous smile, a mask for secret bate : 
Hypocrisy, formality in pray'r, 
And the dull service of the lip were there. 
Her women, insolent and self-caress'd. 
By Vanity's unwearied finger dress'd. 
Forgot the bluidi, that virgin fears impart 
To modest cheeks, and borrow'd one from art : 
Were just such trifles, without worth or use, 
As silly pride and idleness produce ; 
Curl'd, scented, furbelow'd, and flounc'd around. 
With feet too delicate to touch the ground. 
They stretch'd the neck, and roU'd the wanton eye. 
And sigh'd for ev'ry fool that flutter'd by. 

lie saw his people slaves to ev'ry lust. 
Lewd, avaricious, arrogant, unjust *, 
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He heard the wheels of an avenging God 
Groan heavily along the distant road ; 
Saw Babylon set wide her two-leav'd brass 
To let the military deluge pass ; 
Jerusalem a prey, her glory soil'd, > 
Her princes captive, and her treasures spoilM ; 
Wept till all Israel heard his bitter cry, 
Stamp'd with his foot, and smote upon his thigh : 
But wept, and stamp'd, and smote his thigh in vai 
Pleasure is deaf when told of future pain. 
And sounds prophetic are too rough to suit 
Ears long accustom'd to the pleasing lute .- 
They scorn'd his inspiration and his theme, 
Pronounc'd him frantic, and his fears a dream ; 
With self-indulgence wing'd the fleeting hours. 
Till the foe found them, and down fell the tow'rs 

Long time Assyria bound them in her chain. 
Till penitence had purged the public stain, 
And Cyrus, with relenting pity raovM, 
Return'd them happy to the land they lov*d ; 
There, proof against prosperity, awhile 
They stood the test of her ensnaring smile. 
And had the grace in scenes of peace to show 
The virtue they had leam'd in scenes of wo. 
But man is frail, and can but ill sustain 
A long immunity from gfrief and pain ; 
And after all the joys that Plenty leads, 
With tiptoe step Vice silently succeeds. 

When he that rul'd them with a shepherd's ro 
In form a man, in dignity a God, 
Came, not expected in that humble gnise. 
To sift and search them with unerring eyes. 
He found, conceal'd beneath a fair outside. 
The filth of rottenness, and worm of pride ; 
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Their piety a system of deceit. 
Scripture employed to sanctify the cheat ; 
The pbarisee the dupe of his own art^ 
Self-idoliz'd, and yet a knave at heart. 

When nations are to perish in their sins, 
'Tis io the church the leprosy begins ; 
The priest, whose office is with zeal sincere 
To watch the fountain and preserve it clear. 
Carelessly nods and sleeps upon the brink. 
While others poison what the flock must drink : 
Or, waldnjp at the call of lust alone, 
Infuses lies and errors of his own ; 
His unsuspecting sheep believe it pure : 
And, tttnted by the very means of cure. 
Catch from each other a contagious spot. 
The foul forerunner of a gen'nd rot. 
Then Truth is hush'd, that Heresy may preach, 
And all is trash, that Reason cannot reach .- 
Then God's own image on the soul impress'd 
Becomes a mock'ry and a standing jest ; 
And faith, the root whence only can arise 
The graces of a life that wins the skies. 
Loses at once all value and esteem, 
Pronounc'd by greybeards a pernicious dream : 
Then Ceremony leads her bigots forth, 
Prepared to fight for shadows of no worth ; 
'While truths, on which eternal things depend, 
Find not, or hardly find, a single friend : 
As soldiers watch the signal of command, 
They learn to bow, to kneel, to sit, to stand ; 
Happy to fill religion's vacant place 
'With hollow form, and gesture, and grimace. 

Such, when the teacher of his church was there, 
l^eople and priest, the sons of Israel were ; 

Vol, XXXVI. I 
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Stiff in the letter, lax in the design 

And import of their oracles divine ; 

Their learning legendary, ialse, absurd, 

And jet exalted above God's own word ; 

They drew a curse from an intended good, 

Puff'd up with gifts they nerer understood. 

fie judged them with as terrible a fh>wn. 

As if not love, but wratii had brought lum down ; 

Yet he was gentle as soft summer airs, 

Had grace for others' nns, but none for theirs ^ 

Through all he spoke a noble plainness ran — 

Rhet'ric is artifice^ the work of man ; 

And tricks and turns, that &ncy may devise. 

Are far too mean for him that rules the skies. 

The' astonish'd vulgar trembled while he tor^ 

The mask from faces never seen before ; 

He stripped th' impostors in the noonday sun^ 

ShowM that they followed all they seem'd to shun 

Their prayers made public, their excesses kept 

As private as the chambers where they slept ; 

The temple and its holy rites profan'd 

By mumm'ries, he that dwelt in it disdain'd ; 

Uplifted hands, that at convenient times 

Could act extortion and the worst of crimes, 

WashM with a neatness scrupulously nice, 

And free from ev*ry taint l>ut that of vice. 

Judgment, however tardy, mends her pace 

When Obstinacy once has conquer'd Grace. 

They saw distemper healM, and life re8tor*cI, 

In answer to the fiat of his word ; 

Confess'd the wonder, and with daring tongue 

Hlasphem'd the' authority from which it sprungT 

lliey knew by sure prognostics seen on high, 

The future tone and temper of the sky; 
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But, grave dissemblers ! could not understan d 
That Sin let loose speaks Punishment at hand. 

Ask now of history's authentic page, 
And call up evidence from every age ; 
Display with busy and laborious hand 
The blessings of the most indebted land ; 
What nation win you find, whose annals prove 
So rich an interest in almighty love ? 
Where dwell they now, where dwelt in ancient day 
A people planted, water'd, blest as they ? 
JLet Egypt's plagues and Canaan's woes proclaim 
The favours pour'd upon the Jewish name ; 
Their freedom parchas'd for them, at the coat 
Of all their hard oppresaoni valued most ; 
Their title to a coitntry not their own 
Hade sure by prodigies till then unknown ; 
For them the states they left made waste and void ; 
For them the states, to which they went, destroy'd > 
A cloud to measure out their march by day. 
By night a fire to cheer the gloomy way ; 
Tliat moving signal summoning when best, 
Their host to move, and when it stay'd, to rest. 
For them the rocks dissolv'd into a flood, 
The dews condens'd into angelic food, 
Their very garments sacred, old yet new, 
And Time forbid to touch them as be flew ; 
Streams swell'd above the bank, enjoin'd to stand. 
While they pass'd through to their appointed land ; 
Their leader, arm'd with meekness, zeal, and love, 
And grac'd with clear credentials from above ; 
Themselves secur'd benes^th the' Almighty wing ; 
Their God their captain,* lawgiver, and king ; 

•VideJoihua,T. 14, 
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Crown'd with a thousand vict'ries, and at last 
Lords of the conquer'd soil, there rooted fast. 
In peace possessing' what they won by war. 
Their name far published, and rerer'd as far; 
Where will you find a race like theirs^ endow'd 
With all that man e'er wish'd, or Heaven bestow'd ? 

They, and they only, among^ all mankind, 
ItcceivM the transcript of the' Eternal Hind ; 
Were trusted with his own engraven laws. 
And constituted guardians of his cause ; 
Theirs were the prophets, theirs tne priestly call. 
And theirs by birth the Saviour of us all. 
In vain the nations, that had seen them rise 
With fierce and envious, yet admiring eyesi 
Had sought to crush them, g^uarded as they were 
By pow'r divine, and skill that could not err. 
Had they maintain'd allegiance firm and sure. 
And kept the faith immaculate and pure. 
Then the proud eagles of all-conquering Rome 
Had found one city not to be o'ercome ; 
And the twelve standards of the tribes unfurl'd 
Had bid defiance to the warring world. 
But grace abus'd bringB forth the foulest deeds. 
As richest soil the most luxuriant weeds. 
Cup'd of the golden calves, their father's sin, 
They set up self, that idol god within ; 
View'd a Deliv'rer with disdain and hate, 
Who left them still a tributary state ; 
Seiz'd fast liis hand, held out to set them free 
From a worse yoke, and nail'd it to the tree : 
There was the consummation and the crown. 
The flow'r of Israel's infamy full blown ; 
Thence date their sad declension and their fall, 
Their woes not yet repeal'd, thence date them all. 
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Thus fell the best instructed in lier daj. 
And the most favour'd land, look where we may. 
Philosophy indeed on Grecian eyes 
Had pour'd the day, and clear'd the Roman skies ; 
In other climes perhaps creative Art, 
With pow'r suipafising theirs, performed her part. 
Might give more life to marble, or might fill 
The glowing tablets with a juster skill. 
Might shine in fable, and grace idle themes 
With all the' embroidery of poetic dreams ; 
'Twas theirs alone to dive into the plan. 
That Truth and Mercy had reveal'd to man ; 
And while the World beside, that plan unknown, 
Defied useless wood, or senseless stone. 
They brcath'd in faith their well-directed pray'rs, 
And the true God, the God of truth, was theirs. 

Their glory faded, and their race dispersed. 
The last of nations now, though once the first ; 
They warn and teach the proudest, would they 

learn. 
Keep wisdom, or meet vengeance in your turn : 
If we escap'd not, if Heav'n spar'd not us, 
Peel'd, scattered, and exterminated thus ; 
If Vice receiv'd her retribution due, 
When we were visited, what hope for you ? 
When God arises with an awful frown 
To punish lust, or pluck presumption down ; 
When gifts perverted, or not duly priz'd. 
Pleasure overvalued, and his grace despis'd. 
Provoke the vengeance of his righteous hand. 
To pour down wrath upon a thankless land ; 
He will be found impartially severe, 
Too just to wink, or speak the guilty clear. 

12 
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Oh Israel, of all nations most undone ! 
Thy diadem displaced, thy sceptre g^ne ; 
Thy temple, once thy glory, falPn and ras*d. 
And thou a worshipper e'en were thou mayst ; 
Thy services, once only without spot. 
Mere shadows now, their ancient pomp. forgot ; 
Thy Levites, once a consecrated host. 
No longer Leyites, and their lineage lost. 
And thou thyself o'er ev*ry country sown. 
With none on Earth that thou canst call thine own ; 
Cry aloud, thou, that sittest in the dust. 
Cry to the proud, the cruel, and unjust ; 
Knock at the gates of nations, rouse their fears ; 
Say wrath is coming, and the storm appears ; 
But raise the shrillest cry in British ears. • 

IVhat ails thee, restless as the vaves that roar, 
And fling their foam against thy chalky shore ? 
Mistress, at least while Providence shall please, 
And trident-bearing queen of the wide seas — 
Why, having kept good faith, and oAen shown 
Friendship and truth to others, find'st thou none ? 
Thou that hast set the persecuted free. 
None interposes now to succour thee. 
Countries indebted to thy pow'r, that shine 
With light derived from thee, would smother thine 
Thy very children watch for thy disgrace — 
A lawless brood, and curse thee to thy face, 
Thy rulers load thy credit, year by year, 
With sums Peruvian mines could never clear ; 
As if, like arches built with skilful hand, 
The more 'twere press'd the firmer it would stand 

The cry in all thy ships is still the same. 

Speed us away to battle and to fame. 
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Thy mariners explore the wild expanse, 

Impatient to descry the flags of France : 

But though they fight as thine have ever fought, 

!Return asham'd without the wreaths they sought, 

Thy senate is a scene of civil jar. 

Chaos of contrarieties at war ; 

"Where sharp and solid, phlegmatic and light, 

Discordant atoms meet, ferment, and fight ; 

Where Obstinacy takes his sturdy stand. 

To disconcert what Policy has plann'd ; 

Where Policy is busied all night long 

In setting ri^t what Faction has set wrong ; 

Where flails of oratory thresh the floor. 

That yields them chaff and dust, and nothing more. 

Thy rack'd inhabitants repine, complain, 

Tax'd till the brow of Labour sweats in vain ; 

War lays a burden on the reeling state. 

And peace does nothing to relieve the weight; 

Successive loads succeeding broils impose. 

And sighing millions prophesy the close. 

Is adverse Providence, when ponderM well. 
So dimly writ, or difficult to spell. 
Thou canst not read with readiness and ease 
Providence adverse in events like these ? 
Know then that heavenly wisdom on this ball 
Creates, gives birth to, guides, consummates all ; 
That, while laborious and quick-thoughted man 
Snuffs up the praise of what he seems to plan. 
He first conceives, then perfects his design. 
As a mere instrument in hands divine : 
Blind to the working of that secret pow'r. 
That balances the wings of ev'ry hour. 
The busy trifler dreams himself alone. 
Frames many a purpose, and Qod vfotjK&Ya^ O'^iTi. 
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States thrive or wither as moons wax and wane, 
Ey'n as bis will and his decrees ordabi; 
While honour, yirtue, piety bear sway. 
They flourish ; and as these decline, decay : 
In just resentment of his injur'd laws. 
He pours contempt on them and on their cause ; 
Strikes the ro-igh thread of error right athwart 
The web of ev'ry scheme they have at heart ; 
Bids rottenness invade and bring to dust 
The pillars of support, in which they trust. 
And do his errand of disgrace and shame 
On the chief strength and glory of the frame. 
None ever yet impeded what he wrought. 
None bars him out from his most secret thought : 
Darkness itself before his eye is lig^t. 
And Hell's close mischief naked in his sight. 

Stand now and judge thyself— Hast thou incurr*! 
His anger, who can waste thee with a word. 
Who poises and proportions sea and land. 
Weighing them in the hollow of his hand, 
An.i in whose awful sight all nations seem 
As grasshoppers, as dust, a drop, a dream ! 
Hast thou (a sacrilege his soul abhors) 
ClaiinM all the glory of thy prosperous wars P 
Proud of thy fleets and armies, stol'n the gem 
Of his just praise, to lavish it on tliem ? 
Hast thou not learn'd, what thou art often told, 
A truth still sacred, and believ'd of old. 
That no success attends on spears and swords 
Unblest, and that the battle is the Lord's ? 
That courage is his creature ; and dismay 
The post, that at his bidding speeds away. 
Ghastly in feature, and his stamm'ring tongue 
H^ith dolcliii humour and sad presage hang. 
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To quell the valour of the stoutest heart, 
And teach the combatant a woman's part ? 
That he bids thousands fly when none pursue, 
Saves as he will by many or by few. 
And claims for ever, as his royal right. 
The' event and sure decision of the fight ? 

Hast thou,though suckled at fieiirFreedom's breast. 
Exported slav'ry to the conquered East ? 
Pull'd down the tyrants India serv'd with dread. 
And rais'd thyself, a greater, in their stead P 
Gone thither arm'd and hungry, retum'd full, 
Ted from the richest veins of the mog^l, 
A despot big with pow'r obtained by wealth, 
And that obtained by rapine and by stealth P 
With Asiatic vices stor'd thy mind. 
But left their virtues and thine own behind ? 
Andy having trucked thy soul, brought home the fee. 
To tempt the poor to sell himself to thee ? 

Hast thou by statute sliov'd from its design 
The Saviour's feast, his own blest bread and wine, 
And made the symbols of atoning grace 
An office-key, a picklock to a place. 
That infidels may prove their title good 
By an oath dipp'd in sacramental blood ? 
A blot that will be still a blot, in spite 
Of all that grave apologists may write ; 
And though a bishop toil to cleanse the stain, 
He wipes and scours the silver cup in vain. 
And hast thou sworn on ev'ry slight pretence. 
Till perjuries are common as bad penccy. 
"While thousands, careless of the damning sin. 
Kiss the book's outside, who ne'er looked within ? 

Hast thou, when Heav'n has cloth'd tliec with 
disgrace. 
And long provok'd, repaid thee to Xby hx.^y 
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(For thou bast known eclipses, and endur'd 
Dimnem and anguish, all thy beams obscured. 
When tin has shed dishonour on thy brow ; 
And never of a sabler hue than now,) 
flast thoUyWith heart perverse and conscience « 
Despinng all rebuke, still persever'd. 
And having chosen evil, scorn'd the voice 
That cried, Reprnt ! — and gloried in thy choi< 
Thy &sting8, when calamity at last 
Suggests the' expedient of a yearly fast* 
What mean they ? Canst thou dream there ia a | 
In lighter diet at a later hour. 
To charm to sleep the threat'ning of the akiei 
And hide past folly from all-seeing eyes ? 
The fast, that wins deliv'rance, and suspends 
The stroke that a vindictive God intends, 
Is to renounce hypocrisy ; to draw 
Thy life upon the pattern of the law ; 
To war with pleasure, idoliz'd before ; 
To vanquish lust, and wear its yoke no more. 
All fasting else, whatever be the pretence, 
Is wooing mercy by renewM oflTence. 

Hast thou within the sin, that in old time 
Brought fire from Heaven, the sex-abusing crii 
Whose horrid perpetration stamps disgrace, 
Baboons are free from, upon liuman race P 
Think on the fruitful and weJJ-waterM spot, 
That fed the flocks and herds of wealthy Lot, 
Where Paradise soem'd still vouclisufM on Ka 
Burning and scorch'd into perpetual dearth. 
Or, in his words who damn'd tlie base desire, 
Suff'ring the vengeance of eternal fire : 
Then Nature injur'd, scandalizM, defilM, 
Unveil'd her blushing check, lookM on, and sm 
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Beheld with joy the lovely scene defac'd, 

Aiui praisM the wrath that laid her beauties waste. 

Far be the thought from any verse of mine. 
And farther still the form'd and fix'd design, 
To thrust the charge of deeds, that I detest, 
Against an innocent unconscious breast : 
The man that dares traduce, because lie can 
With safety to himself, u not a man : 
An individual is a sacred mark. 
Not to be pierc'd in play, or in the dark ; 
But public censure speaks a public foe^ 
Unless a zeal for virtue g^ide the blow. 

The priestly brotherhood, devout, sincere. 
From mean self-int'rest and ambition clear^ 
Their hope in Heav'n, servility their scorn. 
Prompt to persuade, expostulate, and warn. 
Their wisdom pure, and giv'n them from above. 
Their usefulness ensur'd by zeal and love. 
As meek as the man Moses, and withal 
As bold as in Ag^ippa's presence Paul, 
Should fly the World's contaminating touch, 
Holy and unpolluted : — are thine such ? 
Except a few with Eli's spirit blest, 
Hophni and Phint^as may describe the rest. 

Where shall a teacher look, in days like these, 
For ears and hearts, that he can hope to please ? 
Look to the poor — the simple and the plain 
Will hear perhaps thy salutary strain : 
Humility is gentle, apt to learn, 
Speak but the word, will listen and return. 
Alas, not so ! the poorest of the flock 
Are proud, and set their faces as a rock ; 
Denied that earthly opulence they choose, 
<i«d's better g^ft they scofl^at and refu9c. 
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The rich, the produce of a nobler stem. 
Are more intelligent at least, try them. 
Oh vain inquiry ! they without remorse 
. Are altogether gone a devious coarse ; 
When beck'ning Pleasure leads them, wildly stray ; 
Have burst the bands, and cast the yoke away. 
Now borne upon the wing^ of truth sublime. 
Review thy dim original and prime. 
This island, spot of unreclaim'd rude earth. 
The cradle that received thee at thy birth. 
Was rock'd by many a rough Norwegian blast. 
And Danish howUngs scar'd thee as they pass'd ; 
For thou wast born amid the din of arms. 
And suckM a breast that panted with alarms^ 
While yet thou wast a grovMing puling chit. 
Thy bones not feshion'd, and thy joints not knit. 
The Roman taught thy stubborn knee to bow, 
Though twice a Caesar could not bend thee now. 
His victory was that of orient light, 
When the Sun's shafts disperse tlie gloom of night. 
Thy language at this distant moment shows 
How much the country to the conqu'ror owes ; 
Expressive, energetic, and refin'd. 
It sparkles with the gems he left behind : 
He brought thy land a blessing when he came, 
He found thee savage, and he left thee tame ; 
Tauj^ht thee to clothe thy pink'd and painted hide. 
And p^race thy figure with a soldier's pride ; 
He sowM the seeds of order where he went. 
Improved thee far beyond his own intent, 
And, while he rul'd tliee by the sword alone. 
Made thee at last a warrior like his own. 
Relii^ion, if in heavenly truths attir*d. 
Needs onlv to l)o seen to be admirM ; 
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%ut thine 9 as dark as witcVries of the night. 
Was form'd to harden hearts and shock the sight ; 
Thy Druids struck the well-hung harps they bore 
With fingers deeply dyed in human gore ; 
And while- the victim slowly bled to death. 
Upon the rolling chords rung out his dying breath. 
Who brought the lamp, that witli awaking 

beams 
Dispell'd thy gloom, and broke away" thy dreams. 
Tradition^ now decrepit and worn out. 
Babbler of ancient fables, leaves a doubt : 
But still light reachM thee; and those gods of 

thine, 
Woden and Thor^ each tott'ring in his shrine. 
Fell broken and defac'd at bis own door. 
As Dagon in Philistia long before. 
But Rome with sorceries and magic. wand 
Soon raised a cloud, that darken'd ev'ry land ; 
And thine was smother'd in the stench and fog 
Of Tiber's marshes and the papal bog. 
Then priests with bulls and briefs, and shaven 

crowns, 
And griping fists, and unrelenting frowns, 
Legates and delegates with pow'rs from Hell, 
Though heav'nly in pretension, fleecM diee well ; 
And to this hour, to keep it fresh in mind, 
Some twigs of that old scourge are left behind.* 
Thy soldier)', the pope's well-manag'd pack, 
Were trsdn'd beneath his lash, and knew the smack, 
And, when he laid them on the scent of blood, 
Would hunt a Saracen through fire and flood. 
Lavish of life, to win an empty tomb. 
That pTov'd a mint of wealth, a mine to Rome, 
* Which oiay be found at JDocton^ Comm^tns. 

vou ;xxxr/. K 
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They left their bones beneath unfKendly skies;* 

His worthless absolution all the prize. 

Thou wast the reriest slare in dajn of 3rore, 

That ever dragg'd a chun or tugged an oar ; 

Thy monarchs arbitnoy^ fierce, unjust, 

'Hiemselyes the slares of bigotry or lust, 

Disdain'd thy counsels, only in distress 

Found thee a g^oodly sponge for Pow'r to press. 

Thy chiefs, the lords (yPmany a petty fee, 

ProvokM and harassed, in return plagu'd thee ; 

Call'd thee away from peaceable employ. 

Domestic happiness and rural joy, 

To waste thy life in arms, or lay it down 

In causeless feuds and bick'rinc^ of their owm 

Thy parliaments adored on bended knees 

The sovereignty, they were conren'd to please ; 

Whate'er was ask*d, too timid to resist, 

Complied with, and were g^raciously dismissM ; 

And if some Spartan soul a doubt expressed, 

And, blushing at the tameness of the rest, 

Dar'd to suppose the subject had a choice. 

He was a traitor by the gen'ral voice. 

Oh slave ! with powers thou didst not dare exert. 

Verse cannot stoop so low as thy desert ; 

It shakes the sides of splenetic Disdain, 

Thou self-entitled ruler of the main. 

To trace thee to the date when yon fair sea. 

That dips thy shores, had no such charms for thee 

When other nations flew from coast to coast, 

And thou hadst neither fleet nor fla^ to boast. 

Kneel now, and lay thy forehead in the dwsx ; 

Blush if thou canst ; not petrified, thou mui^l : 

Act but an honest and a faithful part ; 

Compare what then thou wast with vhat thou :iT* ■ 
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And God's disposing proyidence confessed. 
Obduracy itself must yield the rest. — 
Then thou srt bound to serve him» »nd to prove. 
Hour after hoQr» thy gratitude and love. 

Has be not hid thee, and thy iavour'd land. 
For ages safe beneath his sheltering hand, 
GiVn thee his blessii^ on the clearest proo^ 
Bid nations leagu'd against thee stand a|po( 
And charged Hostility and Hate to roar 
Where dute they would, but not upon thy shore ? 
His pow*T secured thee^ when presumptuous Spain 
Baptiz'd her fleet invincible in vain ; 
Her gloomy monarch, doubtful and resign'd 
To ev*ry pang, that rac;ks an anxious mind, 
Askfd of the waves, that broke iq>on his coast. 
What tidings? and the surge repliei^— >AJtt lost ! 
And when the Stu^, leaning on the Scot, 
Then too much fear'd, and now too much forgot, 
Pierc'd to the very centre of the realm, 
And bop'd to seiae his abdicated helm, 
'Twas but to prove how quickly with a frown, 
He that had rais'd thee could have pluck'd thee 

down. 
Peculiar is the grace by thee possessed, 
Thy foes implacable, thy land at rest ; 
Thy thunders travel over earth and seas. 
And all at home is pleasure, wealth, and ease. 
'Tis thus, extending his tempestuous arm. 
Thy Maker tills the nations with alarm. 
While his own Heav'n surveys the troubled scene. 
And feels no change, unshaken and serene. 
Freedom, in other lands scarce known to shine. 
Pours out a flood of splendour upon thine -, 
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Thou hast as bright an interest in her rays, 
As ever Roman had in Rome's best days. ^ 
True freedom is where no restraint is known, 
That Scripture, justice, and good sense diso^^ni. 
Where only vice and injury are tied, 
And all from shore to shore is free beside. 
Such fr'eedom is — and Windsor's hoary tow'rs 
Stood trembling at the boldness of thy pow'rs. 
That won a nymph on that immortal plain, 
like her Jthe fabled Phoebus woo'd in vain : 
He found the laurel only — happier you 
The* unfading laurel, and the virgin too !• 

Now think, if Pleasure have a thought to spar 
If God himself be not beneath her care ; 
If Business constant as the wheels of time. 
Can pause an hbur to read a serious rhyme ; 
If the new mail thy merchants now receive. 
Or expectation of the next give leave ; 
Oh think, if chargeable with deep arrears 
For such indulgence gilding all thy years. 
How much, though long neglected, shining yet, 
The beams of heav'nly truth have swell'd the dc 
When persecuting zeal made royal sport 
With tortur'd innocence in Mary's court. 
And Bonner, blithe as shepherd at a wake, 
Enjoy'd the show, and danc'd about the stake ; 
The sacred book, it's value understood, 
Received the seal of martvrdom in blood. 

m 

Those holy men, so full of truth and grace, 
Seem to reflection of a different race, 
Meek, modest, venerable, wise, sincere. 
In sueh a cause they could not dare to fear ; 

* Alluding to the grant of Magna Cliarta^ which was extort 
ih>m king John by the baiions at Runn^mede, near Mlmltor. 
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I'liey could not purchase Earth with such a prize, 
Or spare a life too short to reach the skies. ' 
From them to thee conveyM alonf^ the tide. 
Their streaming hearts pour'd freely, when they 

died. 
Those truths^ which neither use nor years impair, 
Invi(e thee, woo thee, to the bliss they share. 
What dotage will not vanity maintain ? 
What web too weak to catch a modern brain ? 
The moles and bats in full assembly find. 
On special seaixh, the keen-ey'd eagle blind. 
And did they dream, and art thou wiser now ! 
Prove it — if better,' I submit and bow. 
Wisdom and goodness are twin-born, one heart 
Must hold both sisters, never seen apart. 
So then — as darkness overspread the deep, 
Ere Nature rose from her eternal sleep. 
And tliis delightful Earth, and that fair sky, 
Leap'd out of nothing, call'd by the Most High ; 
By such a change thy darkness is made light. 
Thy chaos order, and thy weakness might ; 
And He, whose pow'r mere nullity obeys. 
Who found thee nothing, form'd thee for his praise. 
To praise liim is to serve him, and fulfil, 
Doing and sufT'ring, his unquestion'd will ; 
'Tis to believe what men inspir'd of old, 
Paitliful, and faithfully inform'd, unfold ; 
Candid and just, with no false aim in view. 
To take for truth what cannot but be true ; 
To learn in God's own school the Christian part. 
And bind the task assig^'d thee to thine heart : 
Happy the man there seeking and there found, 
Happy the nation where such men abound. 

K2 
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How shall a verse impress thee ? by what name 
Shall I adjure thee not to court thy shame ? 
lly theirs, whose bright example unimpeach'd 
Directs thee to that eminence they reach'd. 
Heroes and worthies of days past, thy ures ? 
Or his, who touch'd their hearts with hallowM fires ? 
Their names, alas ! in vain reproach an age. 
Whom all the vanities they scom'd engage ! 
And His, that seraphs tremble at, is hung 
Disgracefully on ev'ry trifler's tongue, 
Or serves the champion in forensic war 
To flourish and parade with at the bar. 
Pleasure herself perhaps suggests a plea. 
If interest move thee, to persuade ev'n thee ; 
By ev'ry charm, that smiles upon her free. 
By joys possess'd, and joys still held in chase. 
If dear society be worth a thought. 
And if the feast of freedom cloy thee not. 
Reflect that these, and all that seems thine own. 
Held by the tenure of his will alone, 
Like angels in the service of their Lord, 
Remain with thee, or leave thee at his word ; 
That gratitude and temp'rance in our use 
Of what he g^ves, unsparing and profuse. 
Secure the favour, and enhance the joy. 
That thankless waste and wild abuse destroy. 
But above all reflect, how cheap soe'er 
Those rights, that millions envy thee, appear. 
And, though resolv'd to risk them, and swim down 
The tide of pleasure, heedless of His frown. 
That blessings truly sacred, and when g^v'n 
Mack'd with the signature and stamp of Heav'n, 
The word of prophecy, those truths divine. 
Which make that Heav'n, if thou desire it, thine. 
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(Awful alternative ! believ'd, beloved. 
Thy glory, and thy shame if unimproy'd) 
Are never long vouchsafed, if push'd aside 
With cold disgust or philosophic pride ! 
And that, judicially withdrawn, disgrace. 
Error, and darkness occupy their place. 

A world is up in arms, and thou, a spot 
Not quickly found, if negligently sought. 
Thy soul as ample as thy bounds are small, 
Endur'st the brant, and dar'st defy them all: 
And wilt thou join to this bold enterprise 
A bolder still, a contest with the skies ? 
Remember, if He guard thee and secure. 
Whoe'er assails thee, thy success is sure ; 
But if He leave thee, though the skill and pow'r 
Of nations, sworn to spoil thee and devour, 
Were all collected in thy single arm, 
And thou couldst laugh away the fear of harm. 
That strength would fail, oppos'd against the push 
And feeble onset of a pigmy rush. 

Say not (and if the thought of such defence 
Should spring within thy bosom, drive it thence) 
What nation amongst all my foes is free 
From crimes as base as any charged on me ? 
Their measure fill'd, they too shall pay the debt, 
Which God, though long forborne, will not forget. 
But know that Wrath divine, when most severe, 
Makes justice still the guide of his career. 
And will not punish, in one mingled crowd. 
Them without Ught, and thee without a cloud. 
Muse, hang this harp upon yon aged beech, 
Still murm'ring with the sofemn truths I teach ; 
And while at intervals a cold blast sings 
Through the dry leaves, and pants upon the st.t\iv^%) 
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My soul shall fdg^h in secret, and lament 

A nation scourged, yet tardy to repent. 

I know the warning song is sung iir vain ; 

That few will hear, and fewer heed the strain ; 

But if a sweeter voice, and one deugn'd 

A blessing to my country and mankind, 

Beclaim the wand'ring Uiousands, and bring home 

A flock so scattered and so wont to roam. 

Then place it once again between my knees ; 

The sound of truth wiH then be sure to please : 

And truth alone, where'er my life be cast. 

In scenes of plenty, or the pining -waste, 

dhall be my chosen theme, my glory to the last. 



nr 
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Ask what is human life — the sage replies, ' 

With disapppihtment low'rihg in his eyes, 

A pidnivl passage o'er a restless tiood, 

A vain pursuit of fugitive false good, 

A scene of fancied bliss and heart-felt care, 

^Jlosing at last in darkness and despsdr. 

The poor, inur'd to drudgery and distress. 

Act without aim, think little, and feel less. 

And no where, but in feJgnM Arcadlin scenes, 

Taste happiness, or know what pleasure means. 

niches are pass'd away from hand to hand. 

As fortune, vice, or folly may command ; 

As in a dance the pair that take the lead 

Turn downward, and the lowest psur succeed, 

Ho shifting and so various is the plan, 

By which Heav'n rules the mix'd affairs of man j 

Vicissitude wheels round the motley crowd. 

The rich grow poor, the poor become purse-proud ; 

Business is labour, and man*s weakness such, 

pleasure is labour too, and tires as much, 
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Is such a life» so tediously the same, 
So void of all utility or aim. 
That poor Jovduii^ with almost ev'ry breathr 
Sighs for his exit, vulgarly call'd death : 
For he, with all his follies» has a mind 
Not yet so blanks or fashionably blind* 
But now and then perHiaps a feeble ray 
Of distant wisdom shoots across his way. 
By which he reads^ that life without a plan. 
As useless as the moment it began. 
Serves merely as a aoiX for discontent 
To thrive in ; an incumbnuice ere half spent. 
Oh weariness beyond what asses feel. 
That tread the circuit of the cistern wheel ; 
A dull rotation, .never at a stay, 
Yesterdajr's face twin image of to-day ; 
While converaation, an exhausted stock. 
Grows drowsy as the clicking of a clock. 
No needy he cries, of gra>ity stuff 'd out. 
With academic dignity devout. 
To read wise lectures^ vanity the text .- 
Proclaim the remedy, ye learned, next ; 
For truth, self-evident, with pomp impressed. 
Is vanity surpassing all the rest. 

That remedy, not hid in deeps profound. 
Yet seldom sought where only to be found. 
While passion turns aside from its due scope 
The* inquirer's aim, that remedy is hope. 
Life is His gift, from whom whatever life need^ 
With ev'ry good and perfect g^ift proceeds ; 
Bestow'd on Hian, hke all that we partake. 
Royally, freely, for his bounty's sake ; 
Transient indeed, as is the fleeting hour. 
And yet the seed of an immortal flow*r ; 
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Dcsign'd in honoiir of hit endless love^ 

To fill with fragrance his abode above ; 

No trifle^ howsoever short it seem, 

And« howsoever ahadowy, no dream ; 

Ita value, what no thought can ascertain. 

Nor all an angePs eloquence explain. 

Men deal with life as children with dieir pli^, 

Who first misuse, then cast their toys away ; 

Live to no sober purpose, and contend 

That their Creator had no serious end. 

When God and man stand opposite in view, 

lian'a disappointment must of course ensue. 

The juat Creator condescends to write. 

In beams of inextingiushable light. 

His names of wisdom, goodness, pow'r, and love^ 

On all that blooms below, or shines above ; 

To catch the wandering notice of mankind. 

And teach the world, if not perversely blind. 

His gracious attributes, and prove the share 

His offspring hold in his paternal care. 

If, led from earthly things to things divine, 

Ifis creature thwart not his august design, 

Tlien praise is heard instead of reasoning pride. 

And captious cavil and complaint subside. 

Nature, employed in her allotted place. 

Is band-maid to the purposes of Grace ; 

By gt>od vouchsafed makes known 8uperi.or g^od> 

And bliss not seen by blessings understood ; 

That bliss, reveal'd in Scripture, with a glow 

Bright as the covenant-insuring bow. 

Fires all his feeling^ with a noble scorn 

Of sensual evil, and thus Hope is born. 

Hope sets the stamp of vanity on all. 
That men have deem'd substantial since the iaW^ 

Voi^. XXXVI h 
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Yet has tlie wondrous virtue to educe 
From emptiness itself a real use ; 
And while she takes, as at a father's band. 
What healtii and sober appetite demand. 
From fading^ good derives^ with cbemic art. 
That lasting happiness, a thankful heart. 
Hope, with uplifted ibot» act free from Earth, 
Pants for the place of her ethereal birth. 
On steady wings sails through the' immense aby 
Plucks amaranthine joys from bow'rs of bliss. 
And crowns the soul, while yet a mourner here. 
With wreaths like those triumphant spirits wear 
Hope, as an anchor firm and sure, holds fast 
The Christian vessel, and defies the blast. 
Hope ! nothing else can nourish and secure 
His new-bom virtues, and preserve him pure. 
Hope ! let the wretch, once conscious of the joyj 
Whom now despairing agonies destroy. 
Speak, for he can, and none so well as he. 
What treasures centre, what delights in thee. 
Had he the gems, the spices, and the land. 
That boasts the treasure, all at his command ; 
The fragrant grove, the' inestimable mine. 
Were lights when weigh'd against one smile of tliii 
Though claspM and cradled in his nurse's arm 
He sbincs with all a cherub's artless charms. 
Man is the genuine offspring of revolt. 
Stubborn and sturdy, a wild ass's colt ; 
His passions, like the wat'ry stores that sleep 
Beneath the sfniling surface of the deep. 
Wait but the lashes of a wintry storm, 
To frown and roar and shake his feeble form. 
From infancy through childhood's giddy maze, 
Froward atschool» and fretful in his plays, 
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Tlie puny tyrant burns to subjugate 

The free republic of the whip-g^g state. 

I f one, bis equal in athletic iVame, 

Or, more proToking still, of nobler name. 

Dare step across his arbitrary views, 

An Iliad, only not in verse, ensues : 

The little Greeks look trembling at the scales. 

Till the best tongue^ or heaviest hand prevails. 

Now see himiaunch'd into the world at large ; ^ 
If priest, supinely idroning' o'er his charge^ 
Their fleece his pillow, and his weekly drawl. 
Though short, too long, the price he pays for all. 
If lawyer, loud whatever cause he plead. 
But proudest of the worst, if thsft succeed. 
Perhaps a grav« pfajrsician, gathering fees, 
Punctually paid for lengthening out disease ; 
No CoTToir, whose humaniity sheds rays. 
That make superior skill his second praise. 
If arms engage him, he devotes to sport 
His date of life, so likely to be short'; 
A solder may be any thing, if brave. 
So may a tradesman, if not quite a knave. » 

Such stuff the world is made of; and mankind 
To passion, int'rest, pleasure, whim, resign'd, 
Insist on, as if each were his own pope. 
Forgiveness, and the privilege of hope ; 
But Conscience, in some awful silent hour, 
When captivating lusts have lost their pow'r. 
Perhaps when sickness, or some fearful dream. 
Reminds him of religion, hated theme I 
Starts from the down, on which she lately slept, 
And tells of laws despis'd, at least not kept : 
Shows with a pointing finger, but no noise, 
A pale procession of past sinful joys. 
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All witnesses of blessings IbiiUy sooni'4 

And life abus'd^ and not to be stiboniPd^ 

Mark these, she ssys; th ooa snniBMaiM from aftfv 

Begin their wsfdi to moot tee al tho bor : 

There find a Jndg^ inexofabfy just* 

And perish there, as all p o aani aytSoa miiat. 

Peace be to those (snohpesoe as Bactb can giTo) 
Who fire in pleasttfe»4ead evr'n-wlale they Uto ; 
Bom ca]>able indeed of bewr'n^ truth f 
But down to latest age, from esriiast youth. 
Their niad a wiidemesr through want of care. 
The plough of wisdom never enlt'iing there. 
Peace (if insensibiMty may chdm 
A right to the me ek ;faoaours of her mane) 
To'men of pod%roe, their noble raoe» 
Emulous always of the nesirest plaoe .• . 
To any throne* eaoept His throne of Grace. 
Let cottagers and unenUgfaten'd swains 
Revere the laws they dream that Heav'n ordains ; 
Resort on Sundays to the house of pray'r. 
And ask, and fancy tliey find* blessings there. 
Themselves, perhaps, when weary they retreat 
To' enjoy cool nature in a ooiintry seat. 
To' exchange the centre of a thousand trades. 
For clumps, and lawns^ and temples, and cascad' 
May now and then their velvet cushions take. 
And seem to pray for good example sake ; 
Judging, in charity no doubt, the town 
Pious enough, and having need of none. 
Kind souls! to teach their tenantry to prize 
^That they themselves, without remorse, despi 
Nor hope have they, nor fear of aught to come 
As well for them had prophecy been dumb ; 
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They could have held the conduct they pursue, 
Had Paul of Tarsus liv'd and died a Jew ; 
And truth, proposed to reas'ners wise as they. 
Is a pearl cast— completely cast away. 

They die.— Death lends them, pleas'd, and as in 
sport. 
All the gfrim honours of his ghastly court. 
Far other paintings grace the chamber now. 
Where late we saw the mimic landscape glow ; 
The busy heralds hang the sable scene 
With mournful scutcheons, and dim lamps between; 
Proclaim their titles to the crowd around. 
But they that wore them move not at the sound ; 
The coronet, placM idly at their head. 
Adds nothing now to the degraded dead ; 
And ev'n the star, that glitters on the bier, 
Can only say — ^Nobility lies here. 
Peace to all such — 'twere pity to offend, 
By useless censure, whom we cannot mend ; 
Life without hope can close but in despair, 
Twas there we found them, and must leave them 
there. 

As, when two pilgrims in a forest stray, 
Both may be lost, yet each in his own way ; 
So fares it with the multitudes beguiPd 
In vain Opinion's waste and dang'rous wild ; 
Ten thousand rove the brakes and thorns among, 
Some eastward, and some westward, and all wrong. 
But here, alas ! the fatal difference lies. 
Each man's belief is right in his own eyes ; 
And he that blames, what they have blindly chose. 
Incurs resentment for the love he shows. 

Say botanist, within whose province fall 
The cedar and the hyssop on th^ wall, 

L2 
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Of all that deck the lanes, the fields^ the bow'rs, 
'What parts the kindred tribes of weeds and flow'rs? 
Sweet scent» or lovely form, or both combin'd. 
Distinguish ev'ry cultivated kind; 
The want of both denotes a meaner breed. 
And Chloe from her garland picks the weed. 
Thus hopes of ev'ry sort, whatever sect 
Esteem them, sow them, rear them, and protect. 
If wild in nature, and not duly found, 
Gethsemane ! in thy dear hallow'd ground. 
That cannot bear the blaze of Scripture light. 
Nor cheer the spirit, nor refresh the sight. 
Nor animate the soul to Christian deeds, 
{Oh cast them from thee !) are weeds, arrant weeds. 

Ethelred's house, the centre of six ways. 
Diverging each from each, like equal rays. 
Himself as bountiful as April rains, 
Lord paramount of the surrounding plains, 
"Would give relief of bed and board to none. 
But guests that sought it in the' appointed Ok£ : 
And they might enter at his open door, 
Ev'n till his spacious hall would hold no more. 
He sent a servant forth bv ev'rv road. 
To sound his horn, and publish it abroad. 
That all might mark — knight, menial, high, and 

low, 
An ordinance it concerned them much to know. 
If after all some headstrong hardy lout 
Would disobey, though sure to be shut out. 
Could he with reason murmur at his case. 
Himself sole author of bis own disgp:iice P 
No ! the decree was just and without flaw; 
And he, that made, had right to make, the law» 
His sov'reign pow'r and pleasure unrestrained. 
The wrong was his, who wrongfully complainM. 
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Yet half manldnd maintain a churlish strife 
With Him, the Donor of eternal life. 
Because the deed, by which his love confinns 
The largess he bestows, prescribes the terms. 
Compliance with his will your lot ensures, 
Accept it only, and the boon is yours. 
And sure it is as kind to smile and give. 
As with a frown to say. Do this, and live. 
Love is not pedlar's trump'ry bought and sold : 
He -will give freely, or he vriU withhold ; 
His soul abhors a mercenary thought. 
And him as deeply who abhors it not ; 
He stipulates indeed, but merely this, 
That man will freely take an unbought bliss. 
Will trust him for a faithful, gen'rous part. 
Nor set a price upon a willing heart. 
Of all the ways that seem to promise fair. 
To place you where his saints his presence share^ 
Tiiis only can ; for this plain cause, expressed 
In terms as plain. Himself has shut the rest. 
But oh the strife, the bick'ring, and debate, 
The tidings of unpurchased Heav'n create 
The flirted fan, the bridle and the toss, 
All speakers, yet all language at a loss. 
From stucco'd walls smart arguments rebound ; 
And beaux, adept in every thing profound. 
Die of disdain, or whistle off the sound. 
Such is the clamour of rooks, daws, and kites, 
Th' explosion of the levell'd tube excites, 
"Where mouldering abbey-walls o'erhang the glade, 
And oaks coeval spread a mournful shade. 
The screaming nations, hov'ring in mid air. 
Loudly resent the stranger's freedom there, 
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And seem to warn him never to repeat 
His bold intrusion on their dark retreat. 

Adieu, Yinosa cries, ere yet he ups 
The purple bumper trembling at his lips. 
Adieu to all morality ! if Grace 
Make works a vain ingredient in the case. 
The Christian hope i»— Waiter, draw the cork— 
If 1 mistake not — ^Blockhead ! with a fork ! 
Without good works, whatever some may boast, 4 
Mere folly and delusion — Sir, your toast. 
My firm persuasion is, at least sometimes. 
That Heav'n will weigh man's virtues and his crimes 
With nice attention, ia a righteous scale. 
And save or damn as these or those prevail. 
I plant my foot upon this ground of trust. 
And silence ev'ry fear with — God is just. 
But if perchance on some dull drizzling day 
A thought intrude, that says, or seems to say. 
If thus the' important cause is to be tried. 
Suppose the beam should dip on the wrong side ; 
I soon recover from these needless frights. 
And God is merciful — sets all to rights. 
Thus between justice, as my prime support. 
And mercy, fled to as the last resort, 
I glide and steal along with Heav'n in view. 
And, — pardon me, tlie bottle stands with you. 

I never will believe, tlie Colonel cries. 
The sanguinary schemes, that some devise. 
Who make the good Creator on their plan 
A being of less equity than man. 
If appetite, or what divines call lust. 
Which men comply with, ev'n because they must. 
Be punish'd with perdition, who is pure ^ 
Then theirs, no doubt, as well as mine, is sure. 



If sentence of eternal pain belong 
To ev'ry sudden slip and transient wrong, 
Then Heav'n enjoiWs the fallible and frail 
A hopeless task, and damns them if they fkil. 
My creed (Whatever some creed-makers mean- 
By Athanasian nonsense, or Nicene) 
My creed is, he is safe, that does his best. 
And death's a doom sufficient for the rest. 

Right, says an ensign ; and for ought I see, 
Your fidth and mine substantially agpree ; 
The best of ev'ry roan's perfommnce here 
Is to discharge the duties of his sphere. 
A lawyer's dealings should be just and fair. 
Honesty shines with g^eat advantage there. 
Fasting and pray'r sit well upon a priest, 
A decent caution and reserve at least. 
A soldier's best is courage in the field, 
With nothing here that wants to be conceal'd. 
Manly deportment, gallant, easy, g^y ; 
A hand as lib'ral as the light of day. 
The soldier thus endow'd, who never shrinks. 
Nor closets up his thoughts, whatever he thinks. 
Who scorns to do an injury by stealth. 
Must go to Heav'n — and I must drink his health. 
Sir Smug, he cries, (for lowest at the board, 
Just made fif^h chaplain of his patron lord. 
His shoulders witnessing by many a shrug 
How much his feelings suffer'd, sat Sir Smug) 
Your office is to winnow false from true ; 
Come, prophet, drink, and tejl us. What think you ? 

Sighing and smiling as he takes his glass. 
Which they that woo preferment rarely pass, 
fallible man, the churchbred youth replies. 
Is stiH found fallible, however wise ; 
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Anddiflfring judgmi^Qt^^i^Uivie but todecl^n 
That tputtk Jiw >KW«WIW*iif.WW JcM»r bttt.l 
Of all it e|r«r,wa«.iBy:|!|t<0;'eiliio|/f . j; . .i 

Of cri^ ttpw ifiTiH /tr 4<mg»iiio« de^ . 

The b99k q£'M1 Ab^ F.91I4. A«t«lutfiDfd mo 1 
Waa» welladay^'die lUkufif^ wiwioatt .• ■• 
The writer veUrtvwfliih ••hewt^ that Juiiiw 
To take witbrglpAitudc^.W^ He«v^o heatowa 
With pnidencci fdwaya -r^^dy at. oar oallf 
To guide o|ic uae. of; it* ia.^ ini^tt.,- 
Doubtlesa it;jb^'|l» whicb» of myown atoit, 
I auperadd a Jsw. eapefitiab more ; ; 
But theses eJMHiie t|ie Hberty I take^ 
1 wave jiiftiBDV, for ooiiversAtioii'a aake^— 
Spoke like-aii-oracle» they all exclaim* 
And add Right Beyond to Smug'a bmHir'd 

And yet our lot ia f^y'n ua in a land. 
Where buay arta are never at a stand ; 
Where Science pointa her telescopic eye. 
Familiar with the wonders of the sky ; 
Where bold Inquiry, diving out of sight, 
Brings many a precious pearl of truth to lig 
Where nought eludes the persevering quest, 
That fashion, taste, or luxury, suggest. 

But above all in her own Ught array'd. 
See Mercy's grand apocalypse displayed ! 
The sacred book no longer suffers wrong, 
Bound in the fetters of an unknown tongue 
But speaks with plainness, art could never n 
What aimplest minda can soonest coroprehen 
God gives the word, the preachers throng a 
Live from hia lips, and spread the glorious s< 
That sound bespeaks Salvation on her way. 
The trumpet of a life-rettoring day { 
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'lis heard where England's eastern glory shines, 
And in the gulfe of her Cornubiah mined.' 
And still It spreads. See Germany send forth 
Her sons* to pour it on the farthest north : 
iir'd with a zeal peculiar, ^A^ defy 
llie rage and rigour of a polar sky, 
And plant successfuUy sweet Sharon's rose 
On icy pliuns, and in eternal snows. 

O blest within the' enclosure of your rocks, 
Not herds have ye to boast, nor bleating flocks ; 
No fertilizing streams your fields divide. 
That show revers'd the villas on their side ; 
No groves have ye ; nO cheerfal sound of bird, 
Or voice of turUe, in your land is heard ; 
Nor gfrateful eglantine regales the smell . 
Of those, that walk at ev'ning where ye dwell : 
But Winter, arm'd with terrors here unknown, 
Sits absolute on his unshaken throne ; 
Files up his stores amidst the frozen waste, 
And bids the mountains he has built stand fast ; 
Beckons the legions of his storms away 
From happier scenes, to make your land a prey ; 
Proclaims the soil a conquest he has won. 
And scorns to share it with the distant Sun. 
— Yet Truth is yours, remote, unenvied isle ! 
And Peace, the genuine offspring of her smile ; 
The pride of lettered Ignorance, that binds 
In chains of error our accomplish'd minds, 
I'hat decks, with all the splendour of the true, 
A false religion, is unknown to you. 
Nature indeed vouchsafes for our delight 
The sweet vicissitudes of day and night ; 

* The Monrian Misiioiuiriet in Greenland. Set Krantz. 
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Soft airs and g^enial raoi8ture» feed and cheer 
Field, fruity and flow^, and ty'ty creature here i 
But brighter beama» than his who fires the skies^ 
Have ris'n at length on your admiring eyei» 
That shoot into your darkest caves the day. 
From which our nicer opUcs turn away. 

Here see the' encouragement Grace gives to vice, 
The dire effect of mercy without price ! 
What were they ? what some fools are made by art. 
They were by nature, athebts, head ani heart. 
The gross idolatry blind heathens teach 
Was too refin'd for them, bejrond their reach. 
Not ev'n the glorious Sun, though men revere 
The monarch most, that seldom will appear, 
And though hb beami, that quicken where the} 

shine, 
May claio^ some right to be esteem'd divine. 
Not ev'n the Sun, desirable as rare, 
Could bend one knee, engage one votary there ; 
They were, what base Credulity believes 
TrueChrislians are, dissemblers, drunkards, thieves 
The full-gorg'd savage, at his nauseous feast 
Spent half the darkness, and snor'd out the rest. 
Was one, whom Justice, on an equal plan 
Denouncing death upon the sins of man. 
Might almost have indulged with an escape. 
Chargeable only with a human shape. 

What are they now ? — Morality may spare 
Her g^ve concern, her kind suspicions there : 
The wretch, who once sang wildly, danc'd an< 

laugh'd. 
And suck'd in dizzy madness with his draught. 
Has wept a silent flood, reversed his ways. 
Is sober, meek, benevolent, and prays, 
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Feeds tparing^ly, bommunicates his store, "y 

Abhors the craft he boasted of before, C 

And he that stole has learn'd to steal no more. 3 
Well spake the prophet, Let the desert sing. 
Where sprang the thorn, the spiry fir shall spring. 
And where unsightly and rank thistles grew, 
Shall grow the myrtle and luxuriant yew. 

Go now, and with important tone demand 
On what foundation virtue is to stand. 
If self-exalting claims be turn'd adrift. 
And g^race be grace indeed, and life a g^ft ; 
The poor reclaimM inhabitant, his eyes 
Glistening at once with pity and surprise, 
Amaz'd that shadows should obscure the sight 
Of one, whose birth was in a land of light. 
Shall answer, Hope, sweet Hope, has set me free, 
And made all pleasures else mere dross to me. 

These, amidst scenes as waste as if denied 
The common care that waits on all beside, 
Wild as if Nature there, void of all good, 
Play'd only gambols in a frantic mood, 
(Yet charge not heav*nly skill with having planned 
A plaything world, unworthy of his hand ;) 
Can see his love, though secret evil lurks 
In all we touch, stamp'd plainly on his works ; 
Deem life a blessing with its numerous woes, 
Nor spurn away a gift a God bestows. 
Hard task indeed o'er arctic seas to roam ! 
Is hope exotic ? grows it not at home ? 
Yes, but an object, bright as orient mom. 
May press the eye too closely to be borne ; 
A distant virtue we can all confess. 
It hurts our pride, and moves our envy, less. 

Vol. XXXVI. M 



134 HOPE. 

Leuconomus (beneath well-soundingf Greek 
I slur a name a poet must not speak) 
Stood pilloried on Infamy's high 8tage» 
And bore the pelting score of half an ag^ ; 
The very butt of Slander, and the blot 
For ev'iy dart that Malice ever shot. 
The man that mentionM Mm at once dismiss'd 
All mercy from his lips, and sneer'd and Kiss'd ; 
His crimes were such as Sodom never knew. 
And Perjury stood up to swear all true ; 
His aim was mischief, and his zeal pretence. 
His speech rebellion against common sense ; 
A knave, when tried on honesty's plain rale ; 
And when by that of reason, a mere fool ; 
The World's best comfort was, his doom was passed 
Die when he might, he must be damn'd at last. 

Now Truth perform thine office ; wafl aside 
The curtain drawn by Prejudice and Pride, 
Reveal (the man is dead) to wond'ring eyes 
This more than monster in his proper gnise. 
He lov'd the World that hated him : the tear 
That droppM upon his Bible was sincere : 
AssaiI'd by scandal and the tongue of strife, 
His only answer was a blameless life ; 
And he that forg*d, and he that threw the dart. 
Had each a brother's int'rest in his heart. 
Paul's love of Christ, and steadiness unbrib'd. 
Were copied close in him, and well transcrib'd. 
He folio w'd Paul ; his zeal a kindred flame. 
His apostolic charity the same. 
Like him, cross'd cheerfully tempestuous seas. 
Forsaking country, kindred, friends, and case ; 
Like him he labour'd, and like him content 
To bear it, suffer'd shame where'er he went 
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Blush Calumny ! and write upon his tomb, 
If honest Eulogy can spare thee room, 
Hiy deep repentance of thy thousand lies. 
Which, aim'd at him, have pierc'd the' offended 

skies! 
And say. Blot out my sin, confess'd, deplor'd, 
Ag^ainst thine image, in thy saint, O Lord ! 

No blinder bigot, I maintain it still. 
Than he who must have pleasure, come what will : 
He laughs, whatever weapon Truth may draw. 
And deems her sharp artillery mere straw. 
Scripture indeed is plain ; but God and he 
On Scripture ground are sure to disagree ; 
Some wiser rule must teach him how to live. 
Than this his Maker has seen fit to give ; 
Supple and flexible as Indian cane. 
To take the bend his appetites ordun ; 
Contriv'd to suit frail Nature's crazy case. 
And reconcile his lusts with saving grace. 
By this, with nice precision of design, 
He draws upon life's map a zigzag line, 
ITiat shows how far 'tis safe to follow sin, 
And where his danger and God's wrath begin. 
By this he forms, as pleas'd he sports along, 
His well pois'd estimate of right and wrong ; 
And finds the modish manners of the day. 
Though loose, as harmless as an Infant's play. 

Build by whatever plan Caprice decrees. 
With what materials, on what ground you please ; 
Your hope shall stand unblam'd, perhaps admir'd. 
If not that hope the Scripture has requir'd. 
The strange conceits, vain projects, and wild dreams. 
With which hypocrisy for ever teems. 
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(Though other follies strike the public eye. 

And raise a laugh) pass unmolested by ; 

But if, unblameable in \iroi'd and thought, 

A man arise, a man whom God has taught. 

With all Elijah's dignity of tone. 

And all the love uf the beloved John, 

To storm the citadels the\ build in air. 

And smite the' untemper*d wall ; tis death to spsre. 

To sweep away all refuges of lies. 

And place, instead of quirks themselves devise, 

Lama sabagthani before their eyes ; 

To prove, that without Christ all gain is loss. 

All hope despair, that stands not on his cross ; 

Except the few his God may have impress'd, 

A tenfold frenzy seizes all the rest. 

Throughout mankind, the Christian kind at letst^ 
Tkere dwells a consciousness in every breast. 
That folly ends where genuine hope begins. 
And he that finds his Heav'n must lose his sins. 
Nature opposes with her utmost force 
This riving stroke, this ultimate divorce ; 
And, while religion seems to be her view, 
HatcK with a deep sincerity the tnie: 
For this, of all that ever influenc'd man. 
Since Abel worshipp'd, or the world began. 
This only spares no lust, admits no plea, 
But makes him, if at all, c<»mpletely free ; 
Sounds forth the signal, as she mounts her car, 
Of an eternal, universal war ; 
lU^jects all treaty, penetrates all wiles. 
Scorns with the same indifference frowns and smiles; 
Drives through the realms o4* Sin, where Riot reels, 
Aud grinds his crown beneath her burning wheels! 
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Hence all that is in mftn, pride, passion, art, 
Pow'ra of the mind, and feelings of the heart, 
Insenuble of Truth's almighty charms. 
Starts at her first approach, and sounds to arms ! 
While Bigotry, witli well-dissembled fears, 
His eyes shut fast, his fingers in iiis ears. 
Mighty to parry and push by God's word 
IVith senseless noise, his argument the sword. 
Pretends a zeal for godliness and grace, 
And spits abhorrence in the Christian's face. 

Parent of Hope, immortal Truth ! make known 
Thy deathless wreaths and triumphs all thine own. 
The silent progress of tliy pow'r is such. 
Thy means so feeble, and despis'd so much, 
That few believe the wonders thou hast wrought, 
And none can teach them, but whom thou hast 

taught. 
O see me sworn to serve thee, and command 
A painter's skill into a poet's hand, 
That, while I trembling trace a work divine, 
Fancy may stand aloof from the design, 
And light, and shade, and ev'ry stroke be thine. 

If ever thou hast felt another's pain, 
If ever when he sigh'd hast sigh'd again, 
If ever on thy eyelid stood the tear. 
That pity had engender'd, drop one here. 
This roan was happy — had the World's good wortl, 
And with it ev'ry joy it can afford ; 
Friendship and love seem'd tenderly at strife. 
Which roost should sweeten his untroubled life ; 
Politely learn'd, and of a gentle race. 
Good breeding and good sense gave all a grace. 
And whether at the toilette or the fair 
He laugh'd and trifled, made him welcome there, 
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Or if in masculine debate he sbar'dy 
Ensured him mute attention and i^gard. 
▲las how changed ! Ezpressaye of his mind. 
His eyes are sunk, arms foldedf head reolin'd ; : 
Those awful syllables, Hell, death, and sin. 
Though wbisper'd, plainly tell what works wMui 
That Conscience there performs her proper part 
And writes a doomsday sentence on his heart; 
Forsaking, and forsaken of all friends, 
He now perceives where earthly pleasure ends ; 
Hard task ! for one who lately knew no care. 
And harder still as learnt beneath despair i 
His hours no longer pass unmarkM away, 
A dark importance saddens ev'ry day ; 
He hears the notice of the clock perplez'd. 
And cri^s. Perhaps eternity strikes next ; 
Sweet music is no longer music here. 
And laughter sounds like msdness in his ear : 
His grief the World of all her pow'r disarms, 
Wine has no taste, and beauty has no charms : 
God's holy word, once trivial in his view. 
Now by the voice of his experience true. 
Seems, as it is, the fountain whence alone 
Must spring that hope he pants to make his own 

Now let the bright reverse be known abroad; 
Say man's a worm, and pow'r belongs to God. 

As when a felon, whom his country's laws 
Have justly doom'd for some atrocious cause. 
Expects in darkness and heart-chilling fears. 
The shameful close of all his misspent years ; 
If chance, on heavy pinions slowly borne, 
A tempest usher in the dreadful morn. 
Upon his dungeon walls the lightning play, 
The thunder seems to summon hitn away. 
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Tie warder at die door hit key appliei» 
Shoota iMick the bolt» and all his courage dies : 
if then, jual then, all thoughts of mercy lost. 
When He|ie, long fing^ng^ at last yields the ghost. 
The sound of pardon pierce his startled ear. 
He drofM at once his fetters and his fear; 
▲ txam^Kirt glows in all he looks and ^^iks, 
And the tot thankful tears bedew his cheeks. 
Joy, fiur superior joy, that much outweighs 
Use comfort of a few poor added day% 
Invades^ possesses, and overwhelms the soul 
Of tuBi^ wbon Hope has with a touch made whole. 
Tie Heav'tty idl Heav^ descending on the wings 
Of the f^tad kgions of the King of kings; 
Tia more— tis C&od diffused through ev^ry part, 
Tis God himself triumphant in his heart. 
O welcome now the Sun's once hated light. 
His noon-day beams were never half so bright. 
Not kindred minds alone are callM to' employ 
Their hours, their days, in list'ning to his joy ; 
Unconsdous nature, all that he surveys, 
Bocki^ groves, and streams, must join him in hts 
praise. 
These are thy glorious works, eternal Truth, 
The scoff of wither'd age and beardless youih ; 
These move the censure and illib'ral grin 
Of fools, that hate thee and delight in sin : 
But these shall last when night hasquench'd the pQ)e> 
And Heav'n is aU departed as a scroll. 
And when, as Justice has long since decreed. 
This Earth shall blaze, and a new world succeed. 
Then these thy glorious works, and they who share 
That hope, wMch pan alone exclude despair, 
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Shall live exempt from weakness and decay. 
The brightest wonders of an endless day. 

Happy- the bard, (if that fair name belong 
To 1^, that blends no fable with his song) 
Whose lines uniting, by an honest art. 
The faithful monitor's and poet's part. 
Seek to delight, that they may mend mankind. 
And while they captivate, inform the mind : 
Still happier, if he till a thankful soil. 
And fruit reward his honourable toil : 
But happier far, who comfort those, that wait 
To bear plain trutb at Judah's haUow'd gate : 
Their language nmple, as their manners meek. 
No shining ornaments have they to seek; 
Nor labour they, nor time nor talents wastes . 
In sorting flow'rs to suit a fickle taste : 
But will they speak the wisdom of the skies, 
Which art can only darken and disguise. 
The' abundant harvest, recompense divine. 
Repays their work — the gleaning only mine. 
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fun aftll snUim melkure term 
nti 4oQiiT6re, bimiqiie divi ; 
Nco dtlHuif,qaamTk redetnt in aunim 
Tenponi prMCum. 



FinuT and feremott of the train, that wait 

On man's most dignified and happiest state. 

Whether we name thee Charity or Love, 

Chief grace below, and all in all above. 

Prosper (I press thee with a powerful plea) 

A task I venture on, impellM by thee : 

never seen but in thy blest effects, 

Or felt but in the soul that Heav'ii selects ; 

Who seeks to praise thee, and to make thee known 

To other hearts, must have thee in bis own. 

Come prompt me with benevolent desires. 

Teach me to kindle at thy gentle fires, 

And though disgraced and slighted, to redeem 

A poet's name, by making thee the theme. 

God, working ever on a social plan, 
By various ties attaches man to man : 
He made at first, though free and unconfin'd, 
One man the common father of the kind ; 
That ev'ry tribe, though plac'd as he sees best. 
Where seas or deserts part them from the rest^ 
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Each climate needs what other clunet produce 
And offfin something' to the general use ; - 
No land but listens to the common call. 
And in return receives supply from all. 
This genial intercourse, and mutual aid. 
Cheers what were else a universal shade. 
Calls Nature from her ivy-mantled den. 
And softens human rock-work into men. 
Ingenious Art, with her expresave face. 
Steps forth to fashion and refine the race ; 
Not only fills Necessity's demand, 
13ut overcharges her capacious hand : 
Capricious taste itself can crave no more. 
Than she supplies from her abounding store : 
She strikes out all that luxury can ask. 
And gains new vigour at her endless task. 
Hers is the spacious arch, tlie shapely spire. 
The painter's pencil, and the poet's lyre ; 
From her the canvass borrows light and shade. 
And verse, more lasting, hues that never fade- 
She guides the finger o'er the dancing keys, 
Gives difficulty all the grace of ease. 
And pours a torrent of sweet notes around. 
Fast as the thirsting ear can drink the sound. 

These are the gifts of Art, and Art thrives n 
AVhere Commerce has enridh'd the busy coast 
He catches all improvements in his flight. 
Spreads foreign wonders in his country's sigtt. 
Imports what others have invented well. 
And stirs his own to match them or excel. 
'Tis tlius reciprocating, each with each. 
Alternately the nations learn and leach ; 
While Providence enjoins to ev'rv soul 
A union with the vast terraqueous whoV 
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Heaven speed the canvass, gallantly iinfurlM 
. To furnish and accommodate a world, 
To give the pole the produce of the sun. 
And knit the* unsocial climates into one. — 
Soft airs and gentle heavings of the wave 
Iifipel the fleet, whose errand is to save. 
To succour wasted regions, and replace 
The smile of Opulence in Sorrow's face. — 
^t nothing adverse, nothing unforeseen, 
Impede the bark, that plows the deep serene, 
Chapg*(l with a freight transcending in its worth 
The gems of India, Nature's rarest birth. 
That flies, like Gabriel on his Lord's commands^ 
A herald of God's love to pagan lands. 
But ah ! what wish can prosper, or what prayV, 
^r merchants rich in cargoes of despair. 
Who drive a loathsome traffic, gauge and span, 
And buy the muscles and the bones of man ? 
The tender ties of father, husband, friend, 
AH bonds of nature in that moment end ; 
And each endures, while yet he draws his breath> 
A stroke as fatal as the scythe of Death. 
"I^e sable warrior, frantic with regret 
^f her he loves, and never can forgets 
^'Osesin tears the far-receding shore, 
"^t not the thought, that they must meet no more ; 
"€priv*d of her and fVeedom at a blow, 
'^hat has he left, that he can yet forego ? 
^% to deep sadness sullenly resigned, 
"^ feels his body's bondage in his mind ; 
*"t8 oiThis gen'rous nature ; and, to suit 
'"' manners with his fate, puts on the brutr. 

^ most degrading of all ills, that wait 
"^ nian, a mourner in his best estate '• 

Voi, XXXVI. N 
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All other mmtows Virtue may endurcy 
And find tubmiiiion more tfajm half a cure i 
Grief ii itself a med'cine^ and beatow'd 
To' improre the fortitude that bears the load ' 
To teach the wand'rer» at hit woes increaae. 
The path of Wisdom, all whose paths are peaiqe i 
But slav'ry ! Yirtue dreads it as her grare : 
Patience itself is meanness ia a slare { 
Or if the will and sovereignly of God 
Bid suffer it awhile, and kiss the rod* 
Wait for the dawning of a brighter digr, . 
And snap the chain the moment when you may. 
Nature imprints upqn whatever we see^ 
That has a heart and- life in it, Be free ; 
The beasts are charter'd— neither age nor force 
Can quell the love of freedom in a horse : 
He breaks the cord thst held him at the rack ; 
And, conscious of an unincumber'd back. 
Snuffs up the morning air, forgets the rein i 
Loose fly his forelock and his ample mane ; 
Responsive to the distant neigh he neighs ; -^ 

Nor stops till, overleaping all delays, | 

He finds the pasture where his fellows graze, j 
Canst thou, and honour'd with a Christian name 
Buy what is woman-bom, and feel no shame ; 
Trade in the blood of innocence, and plead 
Expedience as a warrant for the deed ? 
So may the wolf, whom famine has made bold. 
To quit the forest and invade the fold : 
So may the ruffian, who with ghostly glide. 
Dagger in hand, steals close to your bedside ; 
Not he, but his emergence forc'd the door, 
He found it inconvenient to be poor. 



147 

Has God then giVn its sweetncfls to tiie cmne. 
Unless his kws b« tmnfiled on — in Tiin? 
Built a brmTe World, 'which cannot yet sohsist. 
Unless his right to rule it be diamissM ? 
Impudent blasphemy ! So Folly pleads. 
And, Ay'rice being j^idge, with ease succeeds. 

But grant the plea, and let it stand for just. 
That man makes man his prey* because he mmti .- 
Still there b room fbr pity to abate, 
AndwMtfa the sorrows of so sad a state. 
A Briton knows, or if he knows it not. 
The Scripture plac'd within bis reach, he ought. 
That souls have no <fiscriBiinating hue. 
Alike important in their Maker's view ; 
That none are free frota blemish since the fall, 
And Love divine has paid one price for all. 
The wretch, that works and weeps without relief^ 
Has one that notices his silent grief. 
He, from whose hands alone all puw'r proceeds, 
Banks its abuse among the foulest deeds. 
Considers all injustice with a frown ; 
But marks the man, that treads his fellow down. 
Begone — ^the whip and bell in that hard hand 
Are hateful ensigns of usurp'd command. 
Not Mexico could purchase kings a claim 
To scourge him, weariness his only blame. 
Remember Heav'n has an avenging rod, 
To smite the poor is treason against God. 

Trouble is grudgingly and hardly brook'd, 
While life's sublimest joys are overlook'd : 
We wander o'er a sunburnt thirsty soil, 
Murm'ring and weary of our>daily toil, 
Forget to* enjoy the palm-tree's offer'd shadt* , 
Or taste the fountain in the neighb'ring glade ■ 
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Else who would lose,that had the power to' improve^ 
The' occasion of traDsmuting fear to love ? 

'tis a godlike prii^lege to save, 
Aud he that scorns it is hims^ a slave. 
Inform his mind ; one flash of heav'nly day 
Would heal his heart, and melt his chains away. 
*' Beauty for ashes" is a gift indeed. 

And slaves, by truth enlarg'd, are doubly freed. 
Then would he say, submissive at thy feet. 
While gratitude and love made service sweet. 
My dear deliv'rer out of hopeless night. 
Whose bounty bought me but to give me light, 

1 was a bondman on my native plain. 

Sin forg'd, and Ignorance made fast, the cbun ; 
Thy lips have shed instruction as the dew. 
Taught me what path to shun, and what pursue ; 
Farewell my former joys ! I sigh no more 
For Africa's once lov'd, benighted shore ; 
Serving a benefactor I am free ; 
At my best home, if not exil'd from thee. 

Some men make gain a fountain, whence proceeds 
A stream of lib'ral and heroic deeds ; 
The swell of pity not to be confin'd 
Within the scanty limits of the mind, 
Disdains the bank, and throws the golden sands, 
A rich deposit, on the bord'ring lands : 
These have an ear for his paternal cull. 
Who makes some rich for the supply of all ; 
God's gift with pleasure in his praise employ ; 
And TuoRNTOir is familiar with the joy. 

O could I worship aught beneath the skies, 
That Earth has seen, or fancy can devise. 
Thine altar, sacred Liberty, should stand. 
Built by no mercenary vulgar hand, 
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With frag^nt turf, and fiow'rs as wild and fair 

As ever dressM a bank, or scented summer air. 

Duly, as ever on the mountain's height 

The peep of Morning shed a dawning light. 

Again, when Evening in her sober vest 

Drew the grey curtain of the fading west, 

My ioul should yield thee willing thanks and praise, 

For the chief blessings of my fairest days : 

But that were sacrilege — praise is not thine. 

Bat Us who gave thee, and preseiTes thee mine : 

Else I would say, and as I spake bid fly 

A capdve bird into the boundless sky, 

This triple realm adores thee — thou art come 

From Sparta hither, and art here at home. 

We feel thy force stm active, at this hour 

Enjoy immunity from priestly pow'r, 

While Conscience, happier than in ancient years, 

Owns no superior but the God she fears. 

Propitious spirit ! yet expunge a wrong 

Thy rights have suffer'd, and our land, too long. 

Teach mercy to ten thousand hearts, that share 

The fears and hopes of a commercial care. 

Prisons expect the wicked, and were built 

To bind the lawless, and to punish gfuilt ; 

But shipwreck, earthquake, battle, fire, and flood, 

Are mighty mischiefs, not to be withstood ; 

And honest Merit stands on slipp'ry ground, 

Where covert g^ile and artifice abound. 

Let just Restraint, for public peace designed. 

Chain up the wolves and tigers of mankind ; 

The foe of virtue has no claim to thee. 

But let insolvent Innocence go free. 

Patron of else the most despis'd of men. 
Accept the tribute of a stranger's pen *, 

N2 
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Verae, like the laurel, iti immortal meed. 
Should be the guerdon of a noble deed ; 
I may alarm thee, but I fear the ahame 
(Charity chosen as my theme and aim) 
I must incur, forgettingf HowAsn'a name. 
Blest with all wealth can fpwe thee, to resign 
Joys doubly sweet to feelings quick as tbine^ 
To quit the bHss thy rural scenes bestow. 
To seek a nobler amidst scenes of wo» 
To traverse seas, range kingdom^ and bring bome^ 
Not the proud monuments of Greece or Rome, 
But knowledge such as only dungeons teach. 
And only sympathy like thine could reach ; 
That grief, sequestered from tiie public stagey 
Might smooth her feathers, and enjoy her cage ; 
Speaks a divine ambition, and a seal, 
Tlie boldest patriot might be proud to feel. 
O that the voice of clamour and debate. 
That pleads for peace till it disturbs the state, 
Were bush'd in favour of thy gen'rous plea, 
The poor thy clients, and Heav'n's smile thy fee. 
Philosophy, that does not dream or stray. 
Walks arm in arm with Nature all his way; 
Compasses Earth, dives into it, ascends 
Whatever steep Inquiry recommends, 
See planetary wonders smoothly roll 
Round other systems under her control. 
Drinks wisdom at the milky streams of light, 
That cheers the silent journey of the night. 
And brings at his return a bosom charg'd 
With rich instruction, and a soul enlarged. 
The treasured sweets of the capacious plan, 

That tleav'n spreads wide before Ae view of puuij 
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AH prompt hie pleasM pimuit, and to paraue 
Still prompt him, with a pleasure always new ; 
He too has a connecting pow'r, and draws 
Man to the centre of the common cause^ 
Aiding a dubious and deficient sight 
With a new medium and a purer light. 
AH truth is precious if not all divine ; 
And what dilates the pow'rs must needs refine. 
He reads the sldes^ and, watching ev'ry change. 
Provides the fiM»dties an ampler range ; 
And wins mankind, as his attempts prevfdl,. 
A prouder station on the gen'ral scale. 
But Reason stiUy unlesa^vinely taught^ 
Whatever she learns^ learns nothing as she ought ; 
The lamp of revelation only shows, 
What human wisdom cannot but oppose. 
That man, in nature's richest mantle clad. 
And grac'd with all philosophy can add. 
Though fiur without, and luminous within. 
Is still the progeny and heir of siu. 
Thus taught, down fidls the plumage of his pride ; 
He feels his need of an unerring guide, 
And knows that falling he shall rise no more. 
Unless the pow'r that bade him stand restore. 
This is indeed philosophy ; this known 
Makes wisdom, worthy of the name, his own : 
And without this, whatever he discuss ; 
Whether the space between the stars and us ; 
Whether he measure Earth, compute the sesT) 
Weigh sunbeams, carve a fly, or spit a flea ; 
The solemn trifler with his boasted skill 
Toils much, and is a solemn trifler still : 
Blind was he born, and his misguided eyes 
Grow ^m in trifling studies, blind he dies^ 
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Self-knowledge tmljr 1 iid of ooUffM impliai 
Theiichp«MekniMi'Ol«iiobloi''pf<M{- ' 
For aelf to-itif, and Qod ttf mn wreri'dy 
(Two dieniM to 'NMwv't oyie 4br cf^nsraeir^) ' 
Are taught by^ya,4lH«4y"«Mi eqtttl paeo 
From the saiHis^oeiitre bf wtf g li t^Miu g gnoe. 
Here stay thy-feOls ho^r^oi^kHii^ and how^olean 
The'dVl^owinlr^wdlorcilafiff^^ > 

HaA! ^ath<BinMo«r«thoa8aiidrilh» 
SomethrougkflftgtoVoi^ iOno 4o#tt Ike ^lo^ 

him > ' 
Winding a aoereC or in' open ootmei ' 
And all auppKOdfrdfarito etcmdi a ^ ttteo ; - 
Theti^of Nataredotiati^UybfaiA; ' 
And Gommercr paitidBy reclaiiae ttankirid't • 
Philosophy, witfaoot fate heav'nly gMt, 
May blow up seffconceit, and noaiMi pride. 
But, while his pfomtBe is the reasoning part. 
Has still a veil of midnight on his heart : 
'Tis Truth divine, exhibited on Rartb, 
Gives Charity her being and her birth. 

Suppose (when thought is warm and fancy flo« 
What will not argument sometimes suppose F) 
An isle possess'd by creatures of our kind. 
Endued with reason, yet by nature 1>lind. 
Let Supposition lend her aid once more, 
And land some g^ve optician on the shore : 
He claps his lens, if haply they may see. 
Close to the part where vision ought to be ; 
But finds, that, though his tubes asmst the sight. 
They cannot give it, or make darkness Bght. 
He reads wise lectures, and describes aloud 
A sense they know not, to the wond'ring crowd 
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He talks of Ught, and the prismatic hues, 
As men of depth in erudition use ; 
But all he i^ns for his harangue is — Well,— -^ 
What monstrous lies some travellers will tell ! 

The soul, whose sightall-quick'ning g^ace renews^ 
Takes the resemblance of the good she views. 
As diamonds, strippM of their opaque disguise. 
Reflect the noonday glory of the skies. 
She speaks of him, her author, guardian, friend^ 
Whose love knew no beginning, knows no end. 
In lang^uage warm as all that love inspires* 
And in the glow of her intense desires^ 
Pants to communicate her noble fires. 
She MeeB a world stark blind to what employs 
Her eager thought, and feeds her flowing joys ; 
Though Wisdom hail them, heedless of her call, 
FUes to save some, and feels a pang for all .- 
Herself as weak as her support is strong. 
She feels that frailty she denied so long ; 
And, from a knowledge of her own disease. 
Learns to compassionate the sick she sees. 
Here see, acquitted of all vain pretence, 
The reign of genuine Charity commence. 
Though scorn repay her sympathetic tears, 
She still is kind, and still she perseveres ; 
The truth she loves a sightless world blaspheme, 
Tis childish dotage, a delirious dream. 
The danger they discern not, they deny ; 
Laugh at their only remedy, and die. 
But still a soul thus touch'd can never cease> 
Whoever threatens war, to speak of peace. 
l*we in her aim, and in her temper mild, 
Her wisdom seems the weakness of a child : 
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She makes excuses where she might condemn, 
Revil'd by those that hate her, prays for them ; 
Suspicion lurks not in her artless breast. 
The worst suggested, she believes the best ; 
Not soon provokM, however stung and teas'd. 
And, if perhaps made angry, soon appeasM ; 
She rather waves than will dispute her right. 
And injur'd makes forgiveness her deKg^t. 

Such was the portrait an apostle drew, 
The bright original was one he knew ; 
Heav'n held his hand, the likeness most be trae. 

When one, that holds communion with the si 
Has fiU'd his urn where thesfe pure WKten rise. 
And once more mingles with us meaner things 
'Tis ev'n as if an angel shook his wings ; 
Immortal frag^nce fills the circuit wide. 
That tells us whence his treasures are supplied. 
So when a ship well freighted with the stores. 
The sun matures on India's spicy shores. 
Has dropp'd her anchor, and her canvass furl'd. 
In some safe haven of our western world, 
'Twere vain inquiry to what port she went. 
The gale informs us, laden with the scent. 

Some seek, when queasy conscience has its 
qualms, 
To lull the painful malady with alms ; 
But charity not feign'd intends alone 
Another's good — theirs centres in their own ; 
And, too short livM to reach the realms of peace, 
Must cease for ever when the poor shall cease. 
Flavia, most tender of her own good name, 
Is rather careless of her sister's fame : 
Her superfluity the poor supplies. 
But, if she touch a character, it dies. 
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The deeming virtue weigh'd against the vice. 

She deems all safe, for she has paid the price : 

No charity but alms aught values she, 

Except in porc'Iain on her mantletree. 

How many deeds, with which the world has rung, 

From Pride, in league with Ignorance, have sprung! 

But God overrules all human follies still. 

And bends the tough materials to his will. 

A conflagp*ation, or a wintry flood. 

Has left some hundreds without home or food ; 

Extravagance and Av'rice shall subscribe. 

While fame and self-complacence are the bribe. 

The bri^ proclaim'd, it visits ev'ry pew. 

But first the squire's, a compUment but due : 

With slow deliberation he unties 

His glitf ring purse, that envy of all eyes. 

And, while the clerk just puzzles out the psalm. 

Slides g^nea behind guinea in his palm ; 

Till finding, what he might have found before, 

A smaller piece amidst the precious store, 

Pinch'd close between bis finger and his thumb, 

He half exhibits, and then drops the sum. 

Gold to be sure !— Throughout the town 'tis told, 

How the good squire gives never less than gold. 

From motives such as his, though not the best. 

Springs in due time supply for the distressed ; 

Nor less effectual than what love bestows, 

F«xcept that ofiice clips it as it goes. 

But lest I seem to sin against a friend. 
And wound the g^ace I mean to recommend, 
(Though vice derided with a just design 
Implies no trespass against love divine,) 
Once more I would adopt the graver style, 
A teacher should be sparing of his smile. 
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tJnIess a Iov% of virtue light the flame. 
Satire is, more than those he brands, to blame ; 
He hides behind a mag^sterhit uf 
His own ofienced, and strips others bare ; 
Affects indeed a most humane concern. 
That men, if gently tutor 'd, will not learn ; 
That mulish Folly, not to be reclaim'd 
By softer methods, must be made ashamed ; 
ISut (I might instance in St. Patrick's dean) 
Too often rails to gratify bis spleen. 
Must satirists are indeed a public scourge ; 
Their mildest physic is » ftirrier's purge ; 
Their acrid temper turns, as soon as stirr'd. 
The milk of their good purpbse all to curd. 
Their zeal begotten, as their works rehearse. 
By lean despair upon an empty purse. 
The wild assassins start into the street, 
Prepar'd to poinard whomsoe'er they meet. 
No skill in swordmanship, however just. 
Can be secure against a madman^s thrust ; 
And even Virtue, so unfairly matchM, 
AUhougii immortal, may be prick'd or scratched 
When Scandal has new minted an old lie. 
Or tax*d invention for a fresh supply, 
'Tis cxdl'd a satire, and the world appears 
Gath'ring around it with erected ears : 
A thousand names are toss'd into the crowd ; 
Some whisper*d softly, and some twang*d aloud ■; 
Just as the sapience of an author's brain 
Suggests it safe or dang'rous to be plain. 
Strange ! how the frequent interjected dash 
Quickens a market, and helps off the trash ; 
The important letters, that include the rest, 
Serve as a key to those that are suppressed -. 
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Conjecture gripes the victims in his paw, 
The woM^iB charm'd, and Scrib escapes the law. 
So, when the cold damp shades of night prevail. 
Worms may be caught by either head or tail ; 
Forcibly drawn from many a close recess, 
They meet with little pity, no redress ; 
Plung'd in the stream they lodge upon the mud, 
Food for the famish'd rovers of the flood. 

All zeal for a reform, that gives offence 
To peace and charity, is mere pretence : 
A bold remark, but which, if well applied, 
Would humble many a tow'ring poet's pride. 
Perhaps the man was in a sportive flt. 
And had no other play-place for his wit ; 
Perhaps enchanted with the love of fame. 
He sought the jewel in his neighbour's shame.; 
Perhaps— wiiatever end he might pursue. 
The cause of virtue could not be his view. 
At ev'ry stroke wit flashes in our eyes ; 
The turns are quick, the polish'd points surpris0| 
But shine with cruel and tremendous charms, 
That, while they please, possess us with alarms ; 
So have I seen, (and hastened to the sight 
On all the wings of holiday delight) 
Where stands that monument of ancient pow'r, 
Nam'd, with emphatic dignity, the Tow'r, 
Guns, halberts, swords, and pistols, g^eat and small. 
In starry forms disposed upon the wall ; 
We wonder, as we gazing stand below. 
That brass and steel should make so fine a show i 
But though we praise the' exact designer's skill. 
Account them implements of mischief still. 

No works shall find acceptance in tliat day. 
When all diagoises shall be rent away. 

Vol. XXX VJ. O 
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That square not truly with the Scripttfpc plan. 

Nor spring from love to God, or love to man. 

As he ordains things sordid in their birth 

To be resolv'd into their parent earth ; 

And, though the soul shall seek superior orbs, 

Whatever this world produces, it absorbs ; 

So self starts nothing, but what tends apace 

Home to the goal, where it began the race. 

Such as our motive is, our aim must be ; 

If .this be servile, that can ne'er be free r 

If self employ us, whatso'er is wrought. 

We glorify that self, not him we ought ; 

Such virtues had need prove their own reward. 

The judge of all men owes them no reg^ard. 

True Charity, a plant divinely nurs'd, 

Fed by the love, from which it rose at first. 

Thrives against hope, and in the rudest scene. 

Storms but enliven it's unfading green ; 

Exuberant is the shadow it supplies, 

Its fruit on earth, its growth above the skies. 

To look at Him, who form'd us and redeem'd. 

So glorious now, though once so disesteem'd. 

To see a God stretch forth his human hand. 

To' uphold the boundless scenes of his command : 

To recollect, that, in a form like ours. 

He bruis'd beneath his feet the' infernal pow'rs. 

Captivity led captive, rose to claim 

The wreath he won so dearly in our name ; 

That thron'd above all height, he condescends 

To call the few that trust in him his friends; 

That, in the Heav'n of heav'ns, that space he deem» 

Too scanty for the' exertion of his beams, 

And shines, as if impatient to bestow 

Life and a kingdom upon worms below ; 
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That sight imparts a never-dying flame, 
Though feeble in degree, in kind the same. 
Like him the soul thus kindled from above 
Spreads wide her arms of universal love ; 
And, still enlarg'd as she receives the grace, 
Includes creation in her dose embrace. 
Behold a Christian ! — and without the fires 
The founder of that name alune inspires, 
Though all accomplishment, all knowledge meet,' 
To make the shining prodigy complete. 
Whoever boasts that name — behold a cheat ! 
Were love, in these the World's last doting years 
As frequent as the want of it appears. 
The churches warm'd, they would no longer hold 
Such frozen figures, stiff as they are cold ; 
Relenting forms would lose their pow'r, or cease ; 
And ev'n the dipp'd and sprinkled live in peace : 
Bach heart would quit its prison in the breast. 
And flow in free communion with the rest. 
The statesman, skill'd in projects dark and deep. 
Might burn his useless Machiavel, and sleep ; 
His budget often fill'd, yet always poor. 
Might swing at ease behind his study door. 
No longer prey upon our annual rents, 
Or scare the nation with its big contents : 
Disbanded legions freely might depart. 
And slaying man would cease to be an art. 
No learned disputants would take the field, 
Sure not to conquer and sure not to yield ; 
Both sides deceiv*d, if rightly understood, 
Pelting each other for the public good. 
Did charity prevail, the press would prove 
A vehicle of virtue, truth, and lore ; 
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And I might spare myself the pains to show 

IVhat few can learn, and all suppose they know. 

Thus have I sought to gpube a serious lay 

With many a wild indeed, but flow'ry spray. 

In hopes to gain, what else I must have lost. 

The' attention pleasure has so much eng^ross'd. 

But if unhappily deceiv'd I dream. 

And prove too weak for so divine a theme, 

Let Charity forgive me a mistake. 

That zeal, not vanity, has chanc'd to make, 

And spare the poet for his subject's sake. 
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CONVERSATION. 



Nam neqae me umtam venientis ribilcM amtri, 
Nee pereawa joTuit flnccft tam litorat nee tfxm 
SaioMf iater deaommt flumiua vaUes. 

VIRO. Eel, 5. 



Though nature weigh our talents, and dispense 
To ev'jy man his modicum of sense, 
And Conversation in its better part 
May be esteem'd a gift, and not an art. 
Yet much depends, as in the tiller's toil. 
On culture, and the sowing of the soil. 
Words learned by rote a parrot may rehearse, 
But talking is not always to converse ; 
Not more distinct from harmony divine. 
The constant creaking of a country sign 
As Alphabets in ivory employ. 
Hour after hour, the yet unletter'd boy. 
Sorting and puzzling with a deal of glee 
Those seeds of science callM his a b c ; 
So language in the mouths of the adult, 
Witness its insignificant result, 
Too often proves an impliment of play, 
A toy to sport with, and pass time away. 
Collect at ev'ning what the day brought forth, 
Compress the sum into its solid worth, 
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And if it weigh the* importance of a fly, 

The scales are false, or algebra a lie. 

Sacred interpreter of human thought, 

How few respect or use thee as they ought '. 

But all shall gire oecount of ev'ry vrong, 

Who dare dishonour or defile the tongue ; 

"Who prostitute it in the cause of vice, 

Or sell their glory at a market-price ; 

Who vote for hire, or point it with lampoon. 

The dear-bou2]pht placconan, and the cheap bufFoc 

There is a prurience in- the speech of some, 
Wrath stays him,or elseGodwould strike them duv 
His wise forbearance has their end in view. 
They fill their measure and receive their due. 
The heathen law-givers of ancient days. 
Names almost worthy of a Christian's praise, 
Would drive them forth from the resort of men, • 
And shut up ev'ry BaXyr in his den. 
O come not ye near innocence and truth, 
Ye worms that eat into the bud of youth ! 
Infectious as impure, your blighting pow'r 
Taints in its rudiments the promised flow'r, 
Its odour perish'd and its charming hue. 
Thenceforth 'tis hateful, for it smells of you. 
Not ev'n the vigorous and headlong rage 
Of adolescence, or a firmer age, 
Affords a pica allowable or just 
For making speech the pamperer of lust ; 
But when the breath of age commits the fault, 
'Tis nauseous as the vapour of a vault. 
So withered stumps disgrace the sylvan scene. 
No longer fruitful, and no longer green ; 
The sapless wood, divested of the bark. 
Grows fungous^ and takes fire at ev'ry spark. 



CUSVXRSATiKIX. 163 

Oaths terminate, as Paul observes, all strife-*- 
Some men have surely then a peaceful life ; 
Whatever subject occupy discourse, 
The feats of Vestris, or the naval force. 
Asseveration blust'ring in yoor face 
flakes contradiction sucfi^ a hopelen case : 
In ev'ry tale they tell, or false or true. 
Well known, or such as no man ever knew. 
They fix attention, heedless of your pain. 
With oaths like titets forced into the brain ; 
And ev'n wh*n sob'er truth prevails throughout, 
They swear it, till affirmance breeds a doubt. 
A Persian, hutnbie servant of the sun, 
Who though devout, yet bigotry had none, 
Hearing a lawyer, grave in his address. 
With adjurations ev*ry word impress, 
Supposed the man a bishop, ot at kast, 
God's name so much upon his lips, a priest ^ 
Bow'd at the close with all his gfraceful airs. 
And biegg^d an interest in his frequent pray'rs. 

Go, quit the rank to which ye stood preferr'd, 
Henceforth associate in one common herd ; 
Religion, virtue, reason, common sense. 
Pronounce your human form a false pretence ; 
A mere disguise, in which a devil lurks, 
Who yet betrays his secret by his works. 

Ye pow'rs who rule the tongue, if such there are, 
And make colloquial happiness your care. 
Preserve me from the thing I dread and hate, 
A duel in the form of a debate. 
The clash of afguments and jar of words. 
Worse than the mortal brunt of rival swords. 
Decide no question with their tedious length, 
For opposition gtyes opinion strength, 
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Divert the champions prodigal of breatii, 
And put the peaeeably-diapos'd to death. 

thwart me not» Sir Soph, at ev'ry turn. 
Nor carp at ev'ry flaw you may discern ; 
Though syllogisms hang not on my tongue, 

1 am not surely always in the wrong ; 
'Tis hard if all is false that I advance, 

A fool must, now and then be right by chance. 

Not that all freedom of dissent I blame ; 

No— there I grant the privilege I claim. 

A disputable point b no man's ground ; 

Rove where you please, 'tis common all sjt>und. 

Discourse may want an animated— No, 

To brush the surface, and to make it flow ; 

But still remember, if you mean to please. 

To press your point with modesty and ease. 

The mark, at which my juster aim I take, 

Is contradiction for its own dear sake. 

Set your opinion at whatever pitch. 

Knots and impediments make something hitch ; 

Adopt his own, 'tis equally in vain, 

Your thread of argument is snapp'd again ; 

The wrangler, rather than accord with you, 

"Will judge himself deceiv'd, and prove it too. 

Vociferated logic kills me quite, 

A noisy man is always in the right, 

1 twirl my thumbs, fall back into my chair, 

Fix on the wainscot a distressful stare. 

And, when 1 hope his blunders arc all out, 

Reply discreetly — To be sure — no doubt ! 

DuBius is such a scrupulous good man — 

Yes — you may catch him tripping, if you can. 

He would not, with a peremptory tone, 

Assert the nose upon his face his own ; 
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With hesitation admirably slow. 

He humbly hopes — presumes — ^it may be so. 

His evidence, if he were call'd by law 

To swear to some enormity he saw, 

For want of prominence and just relief. 

Would hang an honest man, and sare a thief. 

Through constant dread of giring truth offence, 

He ties up all his hearers in suspense ; 

Knows what he knows as if he knew it not; 

Wliat he remembers seems to have forget ; 

Hb sole opinion, whatsoe'er befall, 

Centring at last in having none at all. 

Yet, though he tease and balk your listening ear^ 

He makes one useful point exceeding clear; 

Howe'er ingenious <m his darling theme 

A sceptic in philosophy may seem, 

Reduc'd to practice, his beloved rule 

Would only prove him a consummate fool ; 

Useless in him alike both bi*ain and speecli, 

Fate having plac'd all truth above his reach, 

His ambiguities his total sum. 

He might as well be blind, and deaf, and dumb. 

Where men of judgment creep and feel their way, 
The positive pronounce without dismay ; 
Their want of light and intellect supplied 
By sparks absurdity strikes out of pride. 
Without the means of knowing right from wrong. 
They always are decisive, clear, and strong ; 
Wliere others toil with philosophic force. 
Their nimble nonsense takes a shorter course; 
Flings at your head conviction in the lump. 
And gains remote conclusions at a jump : 
Their own defect, invisible to them. 
Seen in another, they at once condemn ; 
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And, thouf^ self-idolix'd in ev'iy case, 
Hate their own UkeneM in a brother'i face. 
The cause is plain, and not to be denied. 
The proud are always moat provok'd by pride. 
Few competitions but engender spite { 
And those the most^ where neither has a right. 
The point of honour has been deem'd of um 
To teach good manners, and to curb abuse i 
Admit it true, the consequence is clear. 
Our polishM manners are a mask we wear, ' 
And, at th^ bottom barb'rous still and rude. 
We are restrain'd indeed, but not subdu'd. 
The very remedy, however sure. 
Springs from the, mischief it intends to cure. 
And savage in its priocaple i^>pears, 
Ttied, as it should be, by the fruit it bears. 
'Tis hard indeed, if nothing will defend 
Mankind fsom quarrels but their fatal end ; 
That now and then a hero roust decease. 
That the surviving world roay live in peace. 
Perhaps at last close scrutiny may show 
The practice dastardly, and mean, and low ; 
That men, engage in it compelled by force. 
And fear, not courage, is its proper source. 
The fear of tyrant custom, and the fear 
Lest fops should censure us, and fools should sm 
At least to trample on our Maker's laws. 
And hazard liie for any or no cause, 
To rush into a fix'd eternal state 
Out of the very flames of rage and hate, 
Or send another shiv'ring to the bar 
With all the g^ilt of such unnat'ral war. 
Whatever Use may urge, or Honour plead, 
On Reason's Verdict is a madman's deed. 
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Am I to set my life upon * throw, 

^ecAUMc a boar in rude and surly / No— • 

A moral, actiaible, and well bred man 

^ill not aftVont mc i and no other can. 

^cre I cmpowVd to regulate the lista, 

'Hicy ihould encounter with well-loaded ftsta ; 

A Trojan combat would bo aomething new, 

Let iJAiiaH beat EfrTXLt.i;ri black and bluet 

1*lien each might ahow, to hta admiring Oiendn, 

In honourable bumpa his rich amends, 

And carry, in contusions of his skull, 

A iitiifactory receipt in full. 
A itory, in which native humour reignt, 

^ oAen useAiI, always entertains : 

A graver fact, enlisted on your side, 

M>y furnisli illustration, well applied ; 
^ut sedentary weavers of long talea 

^ve mo the fidgets, and my patience fails. 

% the most asinine employ on Karth, 
To hear them tell of parentage and birt h. 
And echo conversations, dull and dry, 
^mbellisliM with— //0«(t^r/, and Afo taid t. 
At t\*ty interview tlicir route the same, 
The repetition makes attention lame : 
We bustle up with unsuccessful speed. 
And in tho sa<ldest part cry— -/>ro// imkoil .' 
The path of narrative with care pursue, 
Still making probability your clow \ 
3n all thu vestiges of truth attend, 
ind let thtftn guide you to a decent end. 
)f all ambitions man may entertain, 
I'he worst, that can invudo a flckly brain, 
I that, which angles hourly for surprise, 
^nd baits its hook with prodigies and \\t% 
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Credulous infancy, or age as weak. 
Are fittest auditors for such to seek, 
Who to please others will themselves disgpmce. 
Yet please not, but affront you to your face. 
A g^eat retailer of this curious ware 
Having unloaded and made many stare. 
Can this be true ? — an arch observer cries, 
Yes, (rather mov'd) I saw it with these eyes ; 
Sir ! I believe it on that ground alone ; 
I could not, had I seen it with my own. 

A tale should be judicious, clear, succinct ; 
The language plain, and incidents well linkM ; 
Tell not as new what ev'ry body knows. 
And, new or old, still hasten to a close ; 
There, centring in a focus round and neat. 
Let all your rays of information meet. 
What neither yields us profit nor delight 
Is like a nurse's lullaby at night ; 
Guy Earl of Warwick and fair Eleanore, 
Or giant-killing Jack, would please me more. 

The pipe, with solemn interposing puff, 
flakes half a sentence at a time enough ; 
The dozing sages drop the drowsy strain. 
Then pause, and puff—- and speak, and pause agai 
Such often, like the tube they so admire. 
Important triflers ! have more smoke than fire. 
Pernicious weed ! whose scent the fair annoys. 
Unfriendly to society's chief joys. 
Thy worst effect is banishing for hours 
The sex, whose presence civilizes ours : 
Thou art indeed the drug a gard*ner wants. 
To poison vermin that infest his plants i - 
But are we so to wit and beauty bUnd, 
As to despise the glory of our kind. 
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And show the softest minds and fairest forms 
As little mercy, as he grubs and worms ? 
They dare not wait the riotous abuse, 
Thy thirst-creating steams at length produce, 
When wine has g^v'n indecent language birth. 
And forc'd the floodgates of licentious mirth ; 
For sea<bom Venus her attachment shows 
Still to that element, from which she rose, 
And with a quiet, which no fumes disturb. 
Sips meek infusions of a milder herb. 

The' emphatic speaker dearly loves to' oppose. 
In contact inconvenient, nose to nose. 
As if the gnomon on his neighbour's phiz, 
Touch'd with the magnet had attracted his. 
His whisper'd theme, dilated and at large. 
Proves after all a wind-g^n's airy charge, 
An extract of his diary — no more, 
A tasteless journal of the day before. 
He walk'd abroad, o'ertaken in the rain, 
Call'd on a friend, drank tea, stepp'd home again, 
Resum'd his purpose, had a world of talk 
"With one he stumbled on, and lost his walk. 
I interrupt hira with a sudden bow, 
Adieu, dear sir ! lest you should lose it now. 

I cannot talk with civet in the room, 
A fine puss-gentleman that's all perfume ; 
The sight's enough — no need to smell a beau — 
Who thrusts his nose into a rareeshow ? 
His Oiloriferous attempts to please 
Perhaps might prosper with a swarm of bees ; 
But we that make no honey, though we sting, 
I'oets, are sometimes apt to maul the thing. 
'Tis wrong to bring into a mix'd resort. 
What makes some sick, and others ^'la-movt. 

Vol. XXXVJ. P 
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An argmnent of cogpeitce, we may wy. 
Why aach a one should Iceep hiinself away. 

A grader coxcomb we may sometimes see. 
Quite as absurd, though' not so %ht as* he : 
A dialiow brain beldnd a seridos mask. 
An oracle within ah empty cask. 
The solemn fop s significMit and bodge ; 
A fool with judges, amongst fbofii a judge ; 
He says but fittle, and that fittle said 
Owes all its weight, fike loaded dice, to lead. 
His wit invites you by his looks to come. 
But when you knock it nerer is at home. 
'Tis like a parcel sent you by the stage. 
Some handbome presenrt, as your hopes presage 
'lis heavy, bulky, and bids ftir to prove 
An absent friend's fidelity and' love. 
But when unpack'd your disappointment groan 
To find it stuflT'd with brickbats, earth, and ston 

Some men employ their health, an ugly trick 
In making known how oft they have been sick. 
And give us in recitals of disease 
A doctor's trouble, but without the fees ; 
Relate how many weeks they kept their bed. 
How an emetic or cathartic sped ; 
Nothing is slightly touch'd, much less forget. 
Nose, ears, and eyes, seem present on the spot. 
Now the distemper, spite of draught or pill. 
Victorious seem'd, and now the doctor's skill ; 
And now — alas for unforeseen mishaps ! 
They put on a damp nightcap and relapse ; 
They thought they must have died, they were so b 
Their peevish hearers almost wish they had. 

Some fretfbl tempers wince at ev'ry touch. 
You always do too little or too much : 



COJTYEBSATlOir. 171 

Tou speak with life, in hopes to entertain, 
Your elevated voice goes through the brain ; 
You fall at once into a lower key. 
That's worse — the drone-pipe of an humblebee. 
The southern sash admits too strong a light. 
You rise and drop the curtain — now 'tis night. 
He shakes with cold — ^you stir the fire and strive 
To make a blaze — that's roasting him alive. 
Serve him with venison, and he chooses fish ; 
"With soal-^that's just the sort he would not wish. 
He takes what he at first profess'd to loath^ 
And in due time feeds heartily on both ; 
Yet still, o'erclouded with a constant frown. 
He does not swallow, but he gulps it down. 
Your hope to please hini vain on ev'ry plan. 
Himself should work that wonder, if he can — 
Alas ! his efforts double his distress. 
He likes yours little, and his own still less. 
Thus always teasing others, always teas'd. 
His only pleasure is — to be displeas'd. 

I pity bashful men, who feel the pain 
Of fancied scorn and undeserv'd disdain. 
And bear the marks upon a blushing face 
Of needless shame, and self-impos'd disgrace. 
Our sensibilities are so acute. 
The fear of being silent makes us mute. 
We sometimes think we could a speech produce 
Much to the purpose, if our tongues were loose ; 
But being tried, it dies upon the lip. 
Faint as a chicken's note that has the pip : 
Our wasted oil unprofitably bums, 
like hidden lamps in old sepulchral urns. 
Few Frenchmen of this evil have complaiu'd i 
It seems as if we Britons were ordain'd, 
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By way of whoteioiiie ciiiA> upon our pride. 
To fbar each other, fearini^ none hevde. 
The canae peihapa inquiry may deaciy. 
Self aearclunn^ with an introrerted eye^ 
ConceaI'd within an unsuspected part^ 
The vainest comer of our own vain heart : 
^or ever aanung at the World's esteem. 
Our self4mportince ruins its own scheme ; 
In other eyes our talents rarely shown. 
Become at length so splendid in our own. 
We dare not risk tiiem into public view. 
Lest they misciny of what seems their due. 
True modesty is a discerning grace. 
And only blinhes-in tike proper place ; 
But counterfeit is bfind, and slndks through fea 
Where ^s a shame to be asham'd to' appear : 
Humility the parent of the first. 
The last by vanity produc'd and nurs'd. 
The circle form'd, we sit in silent state, 
Like figures drawn upon a dial-plate ; 
Yes ma'am, and no ma'am, utter'd sofUy, sho^' 
Ev'ry five minutes how the minutes go ; 
Each individual, suflTering a constraint 
Poetry may, but colours cannot paint, 
As if in close committee on the sky. 
Reports it hot or cold, or wet or dry ; 
And finds a changing clime a happy source 
Of wise reflection, and well-tim'd discourse. 
We next inquire, but softly and by stealth, 
I jke conservators of the public health, 
Of epidemic throats, if such there are. 
And coughs, and rheums, and phthisic, and catai 
That theme exhausted, a wide chasm ensues, 
Fill'd up at last with interesting news, 



coKVXRSATioir. ir3 

Wbo danc'd with whom, and who are like to wed« 

And who is bang'd, and who is brought to bed : 

But fear to call a more important cause. 

As if 'twere treason against English laws. 

The vint paid, with ecstacy we come, 

As from a sev'n years transportation, home. 

And there resume an unembarrassed brow, < 

necov'ring what we lost we know not how, 

The faculties, that seemM reduc'd to nought. 

Expression, and the privilege of thought. 

The reeking, roaring hero of the chase, 
I give him over as a desp'rate case. 
Phyacians write in hopes to work a cure« 
Never, if honest ones, when death is sure ; 
And though the fox he follows may be tam'd, 
A mere fox-foll'wer never is reclaimed. 
Some farrier should prescribe his proper course. 
Whose only fit companion is his horse, 
Or if, deserving of a better doom. 
The noble beast judge otherwise his groom. 
Yet ev'n the rog^e that serves him, though he stand. 
To take his honour's orders, cap in hand. 
Prefers his fellow grooms with much good sense, 
Their skill a truth, his master's a pretence. 
If neither horse nor groom affect the squire, 
"Where can at last his jockeyship retire ? 
O to the club, the scene of savage joys. 
The school of coarse good fellowship and noise -, 
There, in the sweet society of thpse, 
Whose friendship from his boyish years he chose. 
Let him improve his talent if he can, 
Till none but beasts acknowledge him a man. 

Man's heart had been impenetrably seal'd. 
Like theirs that cleave the flood or graze the field, 

P 2 
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Had not his Maker's all-bestowing band 

Giv'^n him a soul, and bade him understand ; 

The reasoning" pow'r vouebsaPd of course inferr'd 

The pow'r to clothe that reason with his word ; 

For all is perfect, that God works on Earth, 

And he, that gives conception, aids the birth. 

If this be plain, 'tis plainly understood^ 

What uses of his boon the giver would. 

The Mind, despatch'd upon her busy toil. 

Should range where Providence has blessM the soil ; 

Visiting ev'ry flcw'r with labour meet. 

And gathering all her treasures sweet by sweet. 

She should imbue the tongue with what she sips, 

And shed the balmy blessing on the lips, 

That good diffused may more abundant grow. 

And speech may praise the pow'r that bids it flow. 

With the sweet warbler of the livelong night. 

That fills the list*ning lover with delight. 

Forget his harmony, witli rapture heard. 

To learn the twitt*ring of a meaner bird ? 

Or make the parrot's mimicry his choice. 

That odious hbel on a human voice? 

No — Nature, unsophisticate by man. 

Starts not aside from her Creator's plan ; 

The melody, that was at first design'd 

To cheer the rude forefathers of mankind. 

Is note for note deliver*d in our ears, 

In the last scene of her six thousand years. 

Yet Fashion, leader of a chatt'ring train, 

Whom man for his own hurt permits to reign. 

Who shifts and changes all things but his shape, 

And would degrade her vot'ry to an ape. 

The fruitful parent of abuse and wrong. 

Holds a usurp'd dominion o'er his tongue ; 
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There sits and prompts him with his own disgrace, 

Prescribes the theme, the tone, and the grimace. 

And, when accoraplish'd in her wayward school. 

Calls gentleman whom she has made a fool. 

'Tis an unalterable fix'd decree, 

That none could frame or ratify bat she, 

That Heav'n and Hell, and righteousness and sin. 

Snares in his path, and foes that lurk within, 

God and his attributes (a field of day 

Where 'tis an angel's happiness to stray). 

Fruits of his love and wonders of his migiit. 

Be never namM in ears esteem'd polite. 

That he who dares, when she forbids, be grave. 

Shall stand proscrib'd, a madman or a knave, 

A cioae designer not to be believed, 

Or, if excus'd that charge, at least deceiv'd. 

Oh folly worthy of the nurse's lap. 

Give it the breast, or stop its mouth with pap ! 

Is it incredible, or can it seem 

A dream to any, except those that dream. 

That man should love his Maker, and that fire, 

Wanmng his heart, should at his lips transpire ? 

Know then, and modestly let fall your eyes. 

And veil your daring crest that braves the skies ; 

l*hat air of insolence affronts your God, 

You need his pardon, and provoke his rod : 

Now, in a posture that becomes you more 

Than that heroic strut assumed before. 

Know, your arrears with ev'ry hour accrue 

For mercy shown, while wrath is justly due. 

The time is short, and there are souls on Earth, 

Though future pain may serve for present mirth, 

Acquainted with the woes, that fear or shame. 

By Fashion taught, forbade them once to tv«.mc, 
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And, baTing feh the pangs yoa deem a jest. 
Hxwe proT'd them truths too big* to be expressed. 
Go seek on reTelation's hallow'd ground. 
Sure to succeed, the remedy they found ; 
Touch'd by that pow'r that you have dar'd to mock. 
That makes seas stable, and diMolves the rock. 
Your heart shall yield a life-renewing stream. 
That fools, as you have done, shall call a dream. 

It happened on a solemn eventide. 
Soon after He that was our Surety died. 
Two bosom friends, each pensively incUn'd, 
l*he scene of all those sorrows left behind. 
Sought their own village, busied as they went 
in musing^ worthy of the g^reat event : 
They spake of him they lov'd, of him whose life. 
Though blameless, had incurr'd perpetual strife. 
Whose deeds had left, in spite of hostile arts^ 
A deep memorial graven on their hearts. 
The recollection, like a vein of ore, 
The farther tracM, enrichM them still the more ; 
They thought him, and they justly tliought him, one 
Sent to do more than he appeared to* have done ; 
To' exalt a people, and to place them high 
Above all else, and wondered he should die. 
Ere yet they brought their journey to an end, 
A stranger join'd them, courteous as a friend. 
And ask'd them with a kind engaging air 
What their affliction was, and begg'd a share. 
Informed, he gather*d up the broken thread. 
And, truth and wisdom gmcing all he said, 
ExplainM, illustrated, and searched so well 
The tender theme, on which they chose to diirell. 
That reaching home, the night, they said, is near, 
Wc must not now be parted, sojourn here-^ 
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Tiie new acquaintance soon became a guest. 
And, made so welcome at their simple feast. 
He bless'd the bread, but vanishM at the word, 
And left them both exclaiming, 'Twas the Lord ! 
Did not our hearts feel all he deign'd to say, 
Did they not bum within us by the way ? 

Now theirs was converse, such as it behoves 
Man to maintain, and such as God approves : 
Their views indeed were indistinct and dim. 
But yet successful, being sam*d at him. 
Christ and his character their only scope, ' 
Their object, and their subject, and their hope, 
They felt what it became them much to feel. 
And, wanting him to loose the sacred seal. 
Found him as prompt, as their desire was true. 
To spread the new-born glories in their view. 
Well — what are ages and the lapse of time 
Matched against truths, as lasting as sublime ? 
Can length of years on God himself exact P 
Or make that fiction, which was once a fact ^ 
No— marble and recording brass decay. 
And like the gjraver's mem'ry pass away ; 
The works of man inherit, as is just, 
Their author's frailty, and return to dust : 
But truth divine for ever stands secure, 
Its head is guarded as its base is sure ; 
I1x*d in the rolling flood of endless years, 
The pillar of the' eternarplan appears, 
The raving storm and dashing wave defies, 
Built by that architect, who built the skies. 
Hearts may be found, that harbour at this hour 
That love of Christ, and all its quick'ning pow'r ; 
And lips unstain'd by folly or by strife, 
fThose wisdom, drawn from the deep weW o^ \\fe. 
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And to say truth, though in its early prime. 
And when unstain'd with any grosser crimey 
Youth has a sprightliness and fire to boast. 
That in the valley of decline are lost. 
And Virtue with peculiar charms appears, 
Crown'd with the garland of life's blooming years ; 
Yet Age, by long experience well informed. 
Well read, well tempered, with religion warm'd. 
That fire abated, which impels rash Youth, 
Proud of his speed, to overshoot the truth. 
As time improves the grape's authentic juice. 
Mellows and makes the speech more fit for use, 
And claims a rev'rence in its shortening day. 
That 'tis an honour and a joy to pay. 
The fruits of Age, less fiur, are yet more sound, 
Than those a brighter season pours around ; 
And, like the stores autumnal suns mature, 
Tlirough wintiy rigours unimpaired endure. 

Wliat is fanatic frenzy, scorn'd so much, 
And dreaded more than a contagious touch ? 
I grant it dang'rous, and approve your fear. 
That fire is catching if you draw too near ; 
But sage observers oft mistake the flame. 
And give true piety that odious name. 
To tremble (as the creature of an hour 
Ought at the view of an almighty pow'jp) 
Before his presence, at whose a^*ful throne 
All tremble in all worlds, except our own. 
To supplicate his mercy, love his ways, 
And prize them above pleasure, wealth, or praise. 
Though common sense, allow'd a casting voice. 
And free from bias, must approve the choice. 
Convicts a man fanatic in the* extreme. 
And wild as madness in the World's esteem. 
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But that disease, when soberly defin'cl, 
Is the false fire of an o'erheated mind ; 
It views the truth with a distorted eye. 
And either warps or lays it useless by ; 
'Tis narrow, selfish, arrogant, and draws 
Its sordid nourishment from man's applause ; 
And while at heart sin unrelinquish'd lies. 
Presumes itself chief fav'rite of the skies. 
'Tis such a light as putrefaction breeds 
In fly-blown flesh, whereon the maggot feeds, 
Shines in the dark, but, usherM into day. 
The stench remains, the lustre dies away. 

True bfiss, if man may reach it, is compos'd 
Of hearts in union mutually disclosed ; 
And, farewell else all hope of pure delight, 
Those hearts should be reclaim'd, renew'd, upright. 
Bad men, profaning friendship's- hallow 'd name. 
Form, in its stead, a covenant of shame, . 
A dark confed'racy against the laws 
Of virtue, and religion's glorious cause : 
They build each other «p with dreadful skill. 
As bastions set point blank agtiinst God's will ; 
Enlarge and fortify the dread redoubt, 
Deeply rcsolv'd to shut a Saviour out ; 
Call legions up from Hell to back the deed ; 
And, curs'd with conquest, finally succeed. 
But souls, that carry on a blest exchange 
Of joys, they meet with in their heav'nly range. 
And with a fearless confidence make known 
The sorrows, sympathy esteems its own, 
Daily derive increasing light and force 
From such communion in their pleasant course, 
Feel less the journey's roughness and its length. 
Meet their opposers with united strength. 

Vol. XXXVI. Q 
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And, one in heart, in iof test, and deaign. 
Gird op each other tOr the tlce-ditine. 

But ConTcraation, chooae vhal theme we nuiy. 
And chiefly when religioa kada Ihe wi^r. 
Should ^w, Uke watera after aumffler ahow*lr% 
Not aa if rab^d by mere mecfaBUue pow'ra, 
'Hie Chriatian, in whoae aoulA though now diatreaa^ 
Livea the dear thought oC joya he once po a ia a i* d» 
When all hb glowii^ language iiau'd forth 
With Qod'a deep atamp upon ita current worthy 
Will apeak without diiguiie, and mult imp^t» ' 
Sad aa it is, hia unfhiaenihling heart, 
Abhora conatraint, and darea not Ibign a seal. 
Or seem to boast a fire he doea not feel. 
The song of Sion ia a taatelesa thing, 
Unlea*, when riatng on a jcyyful wing. 
The soul can mix with the celestial banda. 
And give the strain the compass it demands. 

Strange tidings those to tell a World, who treat 
All but their own experience as deceit ! 
Will they believe, though credulous enough. 
To swallow much upon much weaker proo( 
That there are blest inhabitanta of Earth, 
Partakers of a new ethereal birth. 
Their hopes, desires, and purposes estranged 
From things terrestrial, and divinely chang'd. 
Their very language of a kind, that speaka 
The soul's sure interest in the good she seeksb 
Who deal with Scripture, its importance felt. 
As TuUy with philosophy once dealt. 
And in the silent watches of the night, 
And through the scenes of toil-renewing light. 
The social walk, or soUtary ride, 
Keep still the dear companion at their side P 
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No — shame upon a self-disgracing age, 
God's work may serve an ape upon a stage 
With such a jest, as fill'd with hellish glee 
Certain invisibles as shrewd as he ; 
But veneration or respect finds none. 
Save from the subjects of that work alone. 
The World grown old her deep discernment shows, 
^ Claps spectacles on her sagacious nose. 
Peruses closely the true Christian's face. 
And finds it a mere mask of sly g^mace ; 
Usurps God's office, lays his bosom bare. 
And finds hypocrisy close lurking there : 
And, serving God herself through mere constndnt. 
Concludes his unfeign'd love of him a feint. 
And yet, God knows, look human nature through, 
(And in due time the World shall know it too) 
That since the flow'rs of Eden felt the blast. 
That after man's defection laid all waste. 
Sincerity tow'rds the heart-searching God 
Has made the new-born creature her abode. 
Nor shall be found in unregen'rate souls. 
Till the last fire burn all between the poles. 
Sincerity ! why 'tis his only pride. 
Weak and imperfect in all grace beside, 
He knows that God demands his heart entire, 
And g^ves him all his just demands require. 
Without it his pretensions were as vain. 
As having it he deems the World's disdain ; 
That great defect would cost him not alone 
Man's favourable judgment, but his own ; 
His birthright shaken, and no longer clear, 
Than while his conduct proves his heart sincere. 
Retort the charge, and let the World be told 
She boasts a confidence she does not hold ; 
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That, conscious of her crimes, she feels instead 

A cold misgiving, and a killing dread : 

That while in health the ground of her support 

Is madly to forget that life is short ; 

That sick she trembles, knowing she must die, 

Her hope presumption, and her faith a lie ; 

That while she dotes, and dreams that she believes,. 

She mocks her Maker, and herself deceives. 

Her utmost reach, historical assent, 

The doctrines warp'd to what they never meant ; 

I'he truth itself is in her head as dull 

And useless as a candle in a skull. 

And all her love of God a groundless claim, 

A trick upon the canvass, painted flame. 

Tell her again, the sneer upon her face. 

And all her censures of the work of g^cc. 

Are insincere, meant only to conceal 

A dread she would not, yet is forc'd to feel ; 

I'hat in her heart the Christian she reveres, 

And while slic seems to scorn him, only fears. 

A poet does not work by square or line, 
As smiths and joiners perfect a design ; 
At least we moderns, our attention less. 
Beyond the' example of our sires digress. 
And claim a right to scamper and run wide, 
"Wherever chance, caprice, or fancy guide. 
The World and I fortuitously met ; 
I ow'd a trifle, and have paid the debt ; 
She did me wrong, I recompensed the deed. 
And, having struck the balance, now proceed 
Perhaps however as some years have passM, 
Since she and 1 conversed together last. 
And I have liv'd recluse in rural shades. 
Which seldom a distinct report pervades. 
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Great changes and new manners have occurr'd, 
And blest reforms, that I have never heard. 
And she may now be as discreet and wise. 
As once absurd in all discerning eyes. 
Sobriety perhaps may now be found, 
Where once Intoxication press'd the ground ; 
The subtle and injurious may be just, 
And he grown chaste, that was the slave of lust ; 
Arts once esteem'd may be with sliame dismissed ; 
Charity may relax the miser's fist : 
The gamester may have cast his cards away, 
Forgot to curse, and only kneel to pray. 
It has indeed been told me (with what weight. 
How credibly, 'tis hard for me to state) 
That fables old, that seem'd for ever mute, 
Beviv'd, are hast'ning into fresh repute. 
And gods and goddesses, discarded long 
like useless lumber, or a stroller's song. 
Are bringing into vogue their heathen train, 
And Jupiter bids fair to rule again ; 
That certain feasts are instituted now. 
Where Venus hears the lover's tender vow ; 
That all Olympus through the country roves. 
To consecrate our few remaining groves, 
And Echo learns politely to repeat 
The praise of names for ages obsolete : 
That having prov*d the weakness, it should seem, 
Of revelation's ineffectual beam, 
To bring the passions under sober sway. 
And give the moral springs their proper play. 
They mean to try what may at last be done. 
By stout substantial gods of wood and stone. 
And whether Roman rites may not produce 
The virtues of old Rome for Englisb use. 

Q2 
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May such success attend the pious plan, 
May Mercury once more embellish man, 
Grace him again with long forgotten arts, 
Ueclaim his taste, and brighten up his parts. 
Make him athletic as in days of old, 
Learn'd at the bar, in the palaestra bold. 
Divest the rougher sex of female airs, • 
And teach the softer not to copy theirs : 
The change shall please, nor shall it matter augh 
Who works the wonder, if it be but wrought. 
^Tis time, however, if the ^se stands thus. 
For us plain folks, and all who side with us. 
To build our altar, confident and bold. 
And say as stern Elijah said of old, 
The strife now stands upon a fsdr award. 
If Israel's Lord be God, then serve the Lord : 
If he be silent, faith is all a whim, 
Then Baal is the God, an'l worship him. 
Digression is so much in modern use. 
Thought is so rare, and fancy so profuse. 
Some never seem so wide of their intent. 
As wlien returning to the theme they meant ; 
As medicants, whose business is to roam. 
Make ev'ry parish but their own their home. 
Though such continual zigzags in a book, 
Such drunken reelings have an awkward look. 
And I had rather creep to what is true. 
Than rove and stagger with no mark in view ; 
Yet to consult a little, sccm*d no crime, 
Tlie freakish humour of the present time : 
But now to gather up what seems dispersed, 
And touch the subject I dosignM at first. 
May prove, though much bcsitlc the rules of ar*. 
Best for the public, and my wisest part. 
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And first, let no man charge me, that I mean 
To close in sable ev'iy social scene. 
And give gfood company a face severe. 
As if they met around a father's bier ; 
For tell some men, that pleasure all their bent. 
And laughter all their work, is life misspent. 
Their wisdom bursts into this sage reply, 
Then mirth is sin, and we should always cry. 
To find the medium asks some share of wit. 
And therefore 'tis a mark fools never hit. 
But though life's valley be a vale of tears, 
A brighter scene beyond that vale appears. 
Whose .glory with a light, that never fades. 
Shoots between scatter'd rocks and op'ning shades, 
And while it shows the land the soul desires. 
The language of the land she seeks inspires. 
Thus touch'd, the tongue receives a sacred cure 
Of all that was absurd, profane, impure ; 
Held within modest bounds, the tide* of speech 
Pursues the course, that Truth and Nature teach ; 
No longer labours merely to produce 
The pomp of sound, or tinkle without use : 
Where'er it winds, the salutary stream. 
Sprightly and fresh, enriches ev'ry theme. 
While all the happy man possess'd before. 
The gift of nature, or the classic store. 
Is made subservient to the grand design. 
For which Heav'n form'dthe faculty divine. 
So should an idiot, while at large he strays, 
Find the sweet lyre, on which an artist plays. 
With rasli and awkward force the chords he shakes. 
And g^ns with wonder at the jar he makes ; 
But let the wise and well-instructed hand 
Once take tlie shell beneuth his just commokxvd. 
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In g^entle sounds it seems as it complainM 
Of the rude injuries it late sustun'd, 
Till tun'd at length to some immortal song. 
It sounds Jehovah's name, and pours his pn 
along. 
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RETIREMENT, 



gtudiis floreni ignobilit oti. 

VIRG. Gear, Lib, 4. 



Hackket*]! in business, wearied at that oar, 
Which thousands, once fkst chainM to, quit no more, 
3Sat which, when life at ebb runs weak and low, ' 
All wish, -or seem to wish, they could forego ; 
The statesman, lawyer, merchant, man of trade. 
Pants for the refuge of some rural shade, 
Where, all his long anxieties forgot 
Amid the charms of a sequesterVl spot. 
Or recollected only to gild o'er. 
And add a smile to what was sweet before. 
He may possess the joys he thinks he sees, 
Lay his old age upon the lap of Ease, 
Improve the remnant of his wasted span. 
And, having lived a trifler, die a man. 
Thus Conscience pleads her cause within the breast. 
Though long rebell'd against, not yet suppressM, 
And calls a creatui'^ form*d for God alone. 
For Heav'n's high purposes, and not his own. 
Calls him away from selfish ends and aims. 
From what debilitates and what inflames, 
From cities humming with a restless crowd. 
Sordid as active, ignorant as loud. 
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WhoBe bigfaeflt praise is that they live in vain. 
The dupes of pleasure, or the slaves of gain. 
Where works of man are clustered cloae aromi 
And works of God ai^ hardly to be found. 
To regions wttere,- floe-i^iivii dlrl ant woe. 
Traces of Eden are still seen below. 
Where mountain, river, forest, field, and gimrc 
Remind him of his Makers pow'r and love. 
'TIS weU if, look'4l^for at so iate a daj« 
In the last scene «f inch a senseless play. 
True wisdom will attead'his feeble odl^ 
And grace his action ere the eartun ML 
Souls, that havelpl«rdea|H«!!d thfetr iMsUvH^rhii 
Their wishes ail impregalte^ with flsr^ 
For thitoeacore yeftBs.e«|iloy'd with ceaa^lmi < 
In catehlng flUoke, and feeding' upo« aii^ 
Con^^ersant only with the ways tif roen^ 
Rarely redeem the short remaining ten. 
Invet'rate habits choke the' unfruitful heart. 
Their fibres penetrate its tend'rest part, 
And, draining its nutritious pow'rs to feed 
Their noxious growth, starve ev'ry better seed 

Happy, if full of day»— but happier fiu*. 
If, ere we yet discern life's ev'n'uig star. 
Sick of the service of a world, that feeds 
Its patient drudges with dry chaflT and weeds. 
We can escape from Custom's idiot sway. 
To serve the Sovereign we were born to' obe> 
Then sweet to muse upon bis skill display'd 
(Infinite skill) in all that he has made ! 
To trace in Nature's most minute design 
The signature and stamp of pow'r divine. 
Contrivance intricate, expressed with ease. 
Where unassisted sight no beauty sees. 
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he ahtpely limb and lubricated joint, 

i^thin the amall dimensions of a point, 

[lucle and nerve miraouloualy spun, 

is mighty work, who speaks, and it is done, 

he' invisible in things scarce seen reveal'd, 

o whom an atom is an ample 6eld ; 

'o wonder at a thousand insect forms, 

hese hatch'd, and those resuscitated worms, 

ew life ordain'd and brighter scenes to share, 

nee prone on earth, now buoyant upon air, 

^hose shape would make them, had they bulk and 

[ore hideous foes than fancy can devise ; [size, 

^ith helmet-heads, and dragon-scales adorn'd» 

he mighty myriads, now securely scom'd, 

^ould mock the majesty of man's high birth, 

espise his bulwarks, and unpeople earth. 

hen with a glance of fancy to survey, 

IT as the faculty can stretch away, 

en thousand rivers pour'd at his command 

rom urns, that never fail, through ev'ry land ; 

hese like a deluge with impetuous force, 

hose winding modestly a silent course ; 

"he cloud-surmounting Alps, the fruitful vales ; 

eas, on which ev'ry nation spreads her sails ; 

lie sun, a world whence other worlds drink light, 

'he crescent moon, the diadem of night ; 

tars countless, each in his appointed place, 

ast anchored in the deep abyss of space— 

t such a sight to catch the poet's flame, 

nd with a rapture like his own exclaim, 

bese are thy glorious works, thou Source of good, 

ow dimly seen, how fieuntly understood ! 

hine, and upheld by thy paternal care, 

bis universal frame, thus wondrous lair ; 



Thy pow'r dime» «id 'bounty l>eyoiid-tlKMij 
Ador'd and pnit^iii atttlmfc^thod^tMuit wi 
Absorbed in that vannenifttyXfeCy '^ 
Iahrink:abM'd;«tidyetaa]Q^4»tbeey - 
Instruct irie, f^oide me tothatiiMT'Bly daj» 
Thy words, more deaiiy tlnii thy irorics^ S 
That while thy tnithsny-gfrosaer'theaiiliti) 
I may j«aeinbb thee^- mA caU.lhec nuKCw ■: 

O bleat proneieney 1 . sQCpftiaifi|p all» . 
That m(0ii eironeoinlj Aeir glory caH, 
The MioMnpcttae thatarta or arma eaa yvaU 
The bar» the aeniite^ er tiie tested field.- • 
CompHtM' with- Oua aobliflneat life below, • r ; 
Ye kinga^and nilen^ what ha^e oourta to ib 
Thus adili^ed»;^a'd and conaecrated thu% 
On Earth w4iat ia^ ^eema fbrmM indeed for \ 
Not as the plaything of a froward child* 
Fretful unless diverted and beguil'dr 
Much leas to feed and fiui the fatal fires 
Of pride, 'ambition, or impure desires. 
But 83 a scale, by which' the soul ascends 
Vrom mighty means to more important ends 
Securely, though by steps but rarely trod. 
Mounts from inferior beings up to God, 
And sees, by no fiiUaeious light or dim. 
Earth made tor man, and man himself for hii 

Not that 1 mean to' approve, or would em 
A auperstitious and monastic course : 
Truth is not local, God alike pervades 
And fills the world of traffic and the shades. 
And may be fear'd amidst the busiest scene: 
Or scorn'd where business never intervenes. 
But 'tis not easy with a mind like ours, 
Tonscious of weakneia in its noblest pow'rs,. 
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And in a world where, other ills apart. 

The roving eye misleads the careless heart. 

To limit Thought, by nature prone to stray 

'Wherever freakish Fancy points the way ; 

To bid the pleadings of Self-love be stiU, 

Xeftgn our own, and seek our Maker's wiU; 

To spread the page of Scripture, and compare 

Our conduct with the laws engraven there { 

To measure all that passes in the breast, 

faithfully, fiuriy, by that sacred test i 

"To dive into the secret deeps within, 

"Xo spare no passion and no fav'rite sin, 

•And search the themes, important above all. 

Ourselves, and our recov'ry from our falL 

fiat leisure, silence, and a mind released 

^rom anxious thoughts how wealth may be increased, 

^ov to secure, in some propitious hour, 

'Xht point of interest or the post of pow'r, 

-A soul serene, and equally retir'd 

^Vom objects too much dreaded or desir'd, 

3afe from the clamours of perverse dispute, 

-^t least are friendly to the great pursuit. 

Op'ning the map of God's extensive plan, 
^^e find a little isle, this life of man ; 
Eternity's unknown expanse appears 
Circling around and limiting his years. 
*^e busy race examine and explore 
^lach creek and cavern of the dangerous shore, 
"Mrith care collect what in their eyes excels, 
^ome shining pebbles, and some weeds and shells ; 
1*has laden, dream that they are rich and great. 
And happiest he that groans beneath his weight. 
The waves o'ertake them in their serious play. 
And every hour sweeps multitudes away ; 

Vol. XXXVI. R 



They shriek And tfaik, .^ .i?w.. .jvt omI w« 
Puntu IJbllow to the deep* 

A few wmne ony^ with ifted eye* 

Atkmt liMlgmAVMlK^ 

Tntth»i fr t, Md ^^Mtt iks Ihsl al 

SeePdwinii t» whawHuj eeffe mA 

8e ly ki w di p«tkai hep* the^ i 

^ n iM in elriaipeffiMtetaM^ . 

Andontt a eoon mtdi'd Mr^ 

From icenee ew kit« gierione di|r» . 

Nor these Mono pfefer a Hlh wcIum^ 
Who seek rs t tr eiert for its proper nsei . 
The love ef rtymge» that fives hi evesy 
Oemos Mid tewper, end dcsira of tes!, 
Diseowfamfr woiives w oneoentM noe^ 
A»*eosfa ImBMs itevot^ to loti— t. 
Some minds by i«t«PO sm sveise to 
And hate the tumoh hatf the world enjoys^ 
The lure of av'rioe, or the pompcms prize. 
That court! display before ambitious eyes ; 
The fruits that hang on pleasure's flow'ry st« 
Whatever enchants them, are no snares to the 
To them the deep reeess of dusky groves^ 
Or forest, where the deer securely roves. 
The &U of waters, and the song of birds^ 
And hills that echo to the distant herds. 
Are luxuries excelling all the glare 
The World can boast, and her chief fav'ritesi 
With eager step and carelessly arrs/d, 
Por such a cause the poet seeks the shade, 
Ffom all he sees he catches new delight. 
Pleased Fancy claps her pinions at the sights 
The rising or the setting orb of day. 
The clouds that flit or slowly float away. 
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Nature in all the various shapes she wears, 
Frowning in storms, or breathing gentle airs. 
The snowy robe her wintry state aiisumes. 
Her summer heats, her fhiits, and her perfumes, 
All, all alike transport die glowing banl, 
Snccess in rtijme his glory and reward. 
O Nature ! whose Klysian scenes disclose 
His brigiit perfections, at whose word they rose* 
Next to that pow'r, who form'd thee and sustains. 
Be thou the great inspirer of my strains. 
Still, as I touch the lyre, do thou expand 
Thy genuine chartns, and guide an artless band. 
That I may eatch a fire but rarely known. 
Give useful light, though I should miss renown. 
And, poring on thy page, whose ev'ry line 
Bears proof of an intelligence divine. 
May feel a heart enrich'd by what it pays. 
That builds its glory on its Maker's praise. 
Wo to the man, whose wit disclaims its use, 
Glitt'ring in vain, or only to seduce, 
Who studies nature with a wanton eye. 
Admires the work, but slips the lesson by ; 
His hours of leisure and recess employs 
In drawing pictures of forbidden joys, 
Hetires to blazon his own worthless name. 
Or shoot the careless with a surer aim. 

The lover too shuns business and alarms. 
Tender idolater of absent charms. 
3aiQts offer nothing in their warmest pray'rs, 
That he devotes not with a zeal like theirs ; 
"Tis consecration of his heart, soul, time. 
And ev'ry thought that wanders is a crime. 
In nghs he worships his supremely fair, 
And weeps a sad libation in despair ; 
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Aoorei ft cMitinw sQo^^hBVovtlii 
WiM in Tetarn tii answer of difdnn. 
Ai woodbine wedt the phnt villiiB Imt rmdiy 
Bodfii ttttf or 'ffDOOtbhKffnIrd Mkt or |loCi^ ImocHi 
Iiii^Talrin|ftaicend0tiwtt«Bk^«id'k9» . ^ 
Her golden tiMek on tiie linQr •pMf% 
BntdoetaniMiiief wiiil»dwlMid*nfrMM^ ^ 
Stffrit^niny ife gf o wll i by well n itrioten ibw c i oi ■ • 
80 love» that efingt aromid ^e nobteal onidi^ 
V6rbida the* adfrneement of tile aonl ho biada ; 
The anitoPa air indeed he aooQ inprofo^ 

And forma it to tiie taale of liar Iw loffVib 
Teachea lua ejea a langoage, andno lean ■ 

Befinea iua apoecii» and ftahioiia Ilia nddiMi { 
Bot fiffewell promiaM of Jia|ipier Inuli^ 

Manl^ dea^fna^ and learning^ giKfo jMUfoitaf 
Gilt with a ohun be cannot wiidi to breaks 
His only bliaa bia aorrow Ibr lier aakei 
HTho will may pant for glory and ezcel» 
Her smile his aim, all higher aims Ikrewell ! 
Tbyrsis, Alexis, or whatever name 
May least offend against so pure a flame, 
Though sage advice of friends the most sincere 
Sounds harshly in so delicate an ear, 
And lovers, of all creatures, tame or wild^ 
Can least brook management, however mild» 
Yet let a poet (poetry diaarms 
The fiercest animals with magic charms) 
Bisk an intrusion on thy pensive mood, 
And woo and win thee to thy proper good. 
Pastoral images and still retreats, 
Umbrageous walks and solitary seats, 
Sweet birds in concert with harmonious stre 
Boft airs^ nocturnal vigils, and day dreams. 
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Are all enchantments in a case like thine. 
Conspire against thy peace with one desig^n^ 
Sooth thee to make thee but a surer prey, . 
And feed the fire, that wastes thy pow'rs awa>iL 
Up — God has form'd thee with a wiser view, 
Not to be led in chains, but to subdue ; 
Calls thee to cope with enemies, and first 
Points out a conflict with thyself, the worst. 
Woman indeed, a gift he would bestow 
When he designed a Paradise below. 
The richest earthly boon his hands afford, 
.Deserves to be belov'd, but not ador'd. 
f ost away swiftly to more active scenes, 
C3ollect the scattered truths that study gleans, 
IMix with the world, but with its wiser part, 
longer give an image all thine heart ; 
empire is not hers, nor is it thine, 
I'is God's just claim, prerogative divine. 

Virtuous and faithful Heberueit, whose skill 
-<Vtteropt8 no task it cannot well fulfil, 
ives melancholy up to Nature's care, 
nd sends the patient into purer air. 
'— ook where he comes — in this cmbowVd alcove 
Stand close conceal'd, and see a statue move : 
X.ips busy, and eyes fix*d, foot falling slow, 
Atihs hanging idly down, hands clasp'd below, 
^i^terprct to the marking eye distress, 
^uch as its symptoms can alone express, 
'(*bat tongue is silent now ; that silent tongue 
^ould argue once, could jest or join the song, 
Could give advice, could censure or commend, 
^r charm the sorrows of a drooping friend, 
llenounc'd alike Its office and its sport. 
Its brisker and its graver strsdns fall short ; 
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Bdth ftil beneath a fever't secret swiLy, 
And like a summer-brook are past away. 
This is a sight for pity to perose. 
Till she resemble faintly what she views, 
mi sympathy contract a kindred pun, 
'Pierc'd with the woes that she laments in vain. 
This, of all maladies that man infest. 
Claims most compasnon, and receives the least : 
Job feh it, when he groan'd beneath the rod 
And the barbM arrows of a frowning God ; 
And such emollients as his friends could spare. 
Friends such as his for modem Jobs prepare. 
Blest, rather curst, with hearts that never feel. 
Kept snug in caskets of close-hammer'd steel, 
With mouths made only to grin wide and eat. 
And minds that deem derided pain a treat, 
With limbs of British oak, and nerves of wire. 
And wit, that puppet prompters might inspire. 
Their sov'reign nostnim is a clumsy joke 
On pangs enforced with God's severest stroke. 
But with a soul, that ever felt the sting 
Of sorrow, sorrow is a sacred thing : 
Not to molest, or irritate, or raise 
A laugh at his expense, is slender praise ; 
He, that has not usurpM the name of man. 
Docs all, and deems too little all, he can, 
To' assuage the throbbings of the fester*d part. 
And staunch the bleedings of a broken heart. 
'Tis not, as heads that never ache suppose, 
Forgery of fancy, and a dream of woes ; 
>lan is a harp, whose chords elude the sight. 
Each yielding harmony disposed aright ; 
The screws reversed (a task which if he please 
God in a moment executes with ease,) 
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lousand thousand string at once g^ loose, 

till he tune them, all their pow'r and use. 

neither heathy wilds, nor scenes as fair 

;r recompensed the peasant's care, 

>ft declivities with tufted hills, 

tew of waters turning husy mills, 

in which Art preceptress Nature weds, 

irdens interspersed with flowery beds, 

ales that catch the scent of blooming gloves, 

''afl it to the mourner as he roves, 

ill up life into his faded eye, 

>a88es all he sees unheeded by ; 

Kinds like those a wounded spirit feels, 

re for such, till God, who makes them, heal^ : 

lou sad sufT'rer under nameless ill, 

aelds not to the touch of human skill, 

ve the kind occasion, understand 

her^B frown, and kiss his chast'ning hand. 

ee the day-spring, and the blaze of noon, 

turple ev'ning and resplendent moon, 

tars that, sprinkled o'er the vault of night, 

drops descending in a shower of light, 

not, or undesirM and hated shine, 

through the medium of a cloud like thine : 

fek him, in his favour life is found, 

iss beside a' shadow or a sound : 

lieav'n, eclips'd so long, and this dull Earth, 

seem to start into a second birth ; 

e, assuming a more lovely face, 

ving a beauty from the works of grace, 

be despis'd and overlooked no more, 

fill thee with delights unfclt before, 

t to thingfs inanimate a voice, 

>id her mountains and her hills rejoice \ 
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The found .fbaUfom slffQir ihp vin^MT ^nde% 
And thmi^ rf^oy 1^1 Ed^n tfs^ It fjil^ 

Te ggqf9$ (the it tf r iyn p n a| l^i.detk ei»liiiBM 
Sick oft tlioiUMid 4i||ippi^f^iM «^ 
My patrinionial ppifmi 9fAW¥ PrMea 
Beneath your nMep yffnr Cfi^y FfUmmr hjd^ 
Receive me Ipi^pueliinf fitr tM >>^P<)^ 
The servant gf$ep^^n^vei*1oiQW% , 
Te aaw mepppe (tik (hfMe regiett^ digr% 
When boyish inqocpiifi^ «|fi M) my pn|ie!) 
Hour alter hour delig^jllligj allot. ^ 
To studies then fiMni|HM^».iU^ ^^99^ 
And cttldv^ n.lyate^v fllfii^ '^''^ 
Catching its a9d9ipr |i# I |niia*4 ffpogs 
Nor seldonv af prqsltiiNis Qeav'n «ij|;fat Sjsii^, 
What once I Taln'4 ^ Muld boast^ i^ ft&eiid* 
Were witneaaei how cordially I press'd 
His undissembling virtue to my breast ; 
Receive me now, not uncornipt as then. 
Nor guiltless of corrupting other men» 
But yersM in artSy that, while they seem to stay 
A falling empire, hasten its decay. 
To the fair haven of my native home. 
The wreck of what | was, faUgued I come ( 
For once I can approve the patriot's voice. 
And make the course he recommends my choice 
We meet at last in one sincere desire. 
His wish and mine both prompt me to retire, 
'lis donC'— he steps into the welcome chaise. 
Lolls at his ease behind four handsome biiys. 
That whirl aw«y from business and debate 
The disencumber'd Atlas of the state. 
Ask not the boy, who, i^rhen the breeze of mom 
First shakes the glittering drops from ev'ry thon 
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nfolds his flock, then under bank or bush 
ts linking cherry stones, or platting rash, 
>w fair is Freedom ? — ^he was always free : 

> carre his rustic name upon a tree, 

> snare the mole, or with ill-iashion'd hook 

> draw the' incautious minnow from the brook, 
-e life's prime pleasures in his ample view, 

is flock the chief concern he ever knew; 
le shines but little in his heedless eyes, 
le good we never miss we rarely prize : 
It ask the noble drudge in state affairs, 
wap'd from office and its constant cares, 
hat charms he sees in Freedom's smile ezpress'd. 
Freedom lost so long, now repossess'd ; 
le tongue, whose strainn^ere cogent as commands, 
nrer'd at home, and felt in foreign lands, 
lall own itself a stamm'rer in that cause, 
? plead its silence as its best applause. 
t knows indeed that whether dress'd or rude, 
lid without art, or artfully subdued, 
iture in ev'ry form inspires delight. 
It never mark'd her with so just a sight, 
er hedge-row shrubs, a variegated store, 
1th woodbine and wild roses mantled o'er, 
reen balks and furrow'd lands, the stream, that 

spreads 
1 cooling vapour o'er the dewy meads, 
owns, that almost escape the' inquiring eye, 
t)at melt and fade into the distant sky, 
^auties he lately slighted as he pass'd, 
sem all created since he travell'd last. 
Arter of all the' enjoyments he design'd, 
rough annoyance rankling in his mind, 



What I j 
Howr rwiBBaMi (WTtiyini Imi uU i ^ y n ! 
Not le I ib# «winiiMtr^Q«d^. - 

While momi miUtp. liMt «. viil4r 1^ 
Begiiwn ||(#it«Vtrli|||d^ ^ 

Nori M rv^ biK |ii«^|icMgr «I«»4L ^. 

Then mm \ i^ ».MMB9a^ teit^ 

Slips to nip] ;f^^i#4 ftgyeta tlMB- MMt . 

He chootes «onpi MIt lp|i the if «|iQt% 

Whosewitw i fuM go^d bnwdfav ^ 

Nor yet the ] n o ^ffoiM i^la^ mam, 

ObseqiiiolM ^mwmn ■ ■ ■ ■ iaat tiknigli frrood «t hnm 
Nor M» Im lie neiyhb'mif peti^ 

Whosetoenii MiMii treede tee seer t 
Btt vie ■ eonrewentlHettik 

With wBoim oi Hi ^ama^Mva^ eelmij, 
A man, % m cendeicendltitf g i e e e' 

Teach, wniie iney natter him, hia proper pbce, 
Who comes when eall'd* and at a wortl withdrai 
Speaks with reserve, and listens with uppleuae i 
Some plain meehanic> who^ without pretenee 
To birth or wit, nor gives nor takes oiTence t 
On whom he rests weltpleas'd his weary pow'n 
And talks and laughs away his vacant hours. 
The tide of life, swift always in its course. 
May run in cities with a brisker force. 
But no where with a current so serene. 
Or half so clear, as in the rural scene. 
Yet how fallacious is all earthly bliss, ' 
What obvious truths the wisest heads may miss ; 
Some pleasures live a month, and some a year. 
But short the date of all we gather here ; 
No happiness is felt, except the true. 
That does not charm the more for being new. 
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This observmtioii, as it chaBc'dy not made, 
Or, if th« thoaght occurred, not duly weighed. 
He ngh»— 4br after all hj slow degrees 
The spot he lov'd has lost the pow'r to please ; 
To cross his ambling pony day by day. 
Seems at the best but dreaming life away ; 
The prospect, such as might enchant despair, 
He views it not, or sees no beauty there ; 
With aching heart, and discontented looks. 
Returns at noon to billiards or to books, 
But feels, while grasping at his faded joys, 
A secret thirst of his renounc'd erapkys. 
He chides the tardiness of ev'ry poet. 
Pants to be told of battles won or lost. 
Blames his own indolence, observes, though late, 
Tia criminal to leave a sinking state. 
Flies to the levee, and, received with gn^ce, 
Kneelst kisses hands, and shines again in place. 

Suburban villas, highway-sidenretreats, 
That dread the'encroachment of ourgrowing streets. 
Tight boxes, neatly sash'd, and in a blaze 
With all a July sun's collected rays. 
Delight the citizen, who, gasping there, 
JBreathes clouds of dust, and calls it country air. 
O sweet retirement, who would balk the thought, 
rhat could afford retirement, or could not ? 
Tis such an easy walk, so smooth and straight. 
The second milestone fronts the garden g^te ; 
i step if fair, and, if a show'r approach, 
ou find safe shelter in the next stagecoach, 
here, prison'd in a parlour snug and small, 
ke bottled wasps upon a southern wall, 
\t man of business and his friends compress'd. 
rget their labours, and yet find no rest ; 
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Ktit atill 'tis rural— 'trees are to be seen 
From ev'ry window^ and the fields are i^reen ; 
Uiickn paddle in the pond before Uic door. 
And what could a remoter icene show more 
A iiciiiif: uf elegance we rarely find 
'I'lic |iOilion of a mean or vulgar mind. 
And ignorance of better tliifigi makes man. 
Who cannot much, rejoice in what he can; 
And he, that deemi his leisure well bestow'd 
In r:ont<:ni|>Ution of a turnpike road, 
!■ occupied as well, employs his hours 
As wiM:ly, and as much improves his pow'r% 
As he, that slumbers in pavilions grac'd 
With all the chamiH of an accomplish'd Uftle. 
Yet hence, alait! iniiolvencics; and hence 
The' unpiticd victim of ill-judg'd czpeuse, 
Krorrt ail his wcarittome engaj^emcntH freed, 
Shukrh liatidH with hiihineMH, and retires indeed. 
Voiir prudent (^rantUnianiniaH, ye modern beli< 
Content witli HriHtol, llath, and 'I'untjridgc wciii 
VVlun health rerpiirM it would eonbcnt to roani, 
I'.U*' more uttach'd tr> pleanurcs found at hoiin'. 
Itiit now ulikr, ^^.ty widow, virj^in, wife, 
liif^enioiiM to diversify didl life, 
In r.nur\u-H, eliaiHes, caravan.s, and ho\s, 
Kly to the eoast for dail), nightly joyn. 
Arid idl, impatierit of dry land, a^ree 
With ouf- connent. to runh into the hea. - 
fir-.ran exhihitH, fathomlcSw*! and liroarl, 
Mueii of the power and maje<>ty of («od. 
lie swathen about tiie swelling of the dc«:p, 
That !«iiine« and restn, as infant.s smile and»lcc]>i 
Vast an it in, it answers as it flows 
riiu brcathingv of the lightcnt air that blow*; 
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burling Mid whit'ninif over all tlia Wftito, 

riio ritlnir WAV<*t obey tlio' incrtuinff blast, 

Lbrupt Mild horrid as the tempckt roHn, 

liunder Hiiii flsili upon the HtcAdfiMit iJuirci« 

*ill h«, tliat ridea the whirlwind, checka the rnin. 

'hen all tlie workl of watera aleefia afcain.^ 

rerelda or hryada, aa the faahion lead«i 

Tow in the HckmU, now paMtiii|f in the nieadN, 

'ot'ricN of IMeaMirr Htill, where'er alie dwellN. 

fear barren runkfi, in palaces, or cellH, 

> |p«nt a port leave to revominend 

\ jMiet fond id' Nature, and your friend) 

ler tliffhtcd worka to your ailniiriiig view ; 

[er works nniNt nfeds exc<'l, who faahion'd yoi! 

ITotdd ye, when runibliiiK in your morning ridf, 

l^ith aonie unnteaninK* eoxronib ut your Hidc!, 

lonilemn iho |»ruttlc*r for hia idle paiiiH, 

.^o waate unhcnnl the nuiNic of hi* NiraiiiH, 

kfidt deaf to all the* inipertincnce of lonj^iu', 

IImI, whitn it rourlN, nllrontH uiul doeii y<»u wruiif,, 

Aark well the llnmliM plan without u fault, 

I'lie Meaa |{lf»lioNr and hiif^r, the' oVrui'diini; \ttii|!. 

%arth*8 millioiiH thiily fnli u worhl employ M 

'nKathVuiff plt-iiiy yet to ho enjoy'd, 

nil ffrutiludc )(rv.w vural in the praiNc* 

()r(io(l, hcnvlicmt in all hia ways ; 

(■mn'd with audi windoni, how would hraiily kliiiir' 

Ye wont hut that to Nrcni indrvd divine 

Anliinpttted rcutN, and IhIIh unpaid, 
Corcc many a Nhinin}^ youth into llir nhndi*. 
^ut to redeem liiii lime, but his mtali*, 
^lid play thf* foid, hut at a chrupcf rat«*. 
^f.ri't hid in loathM oiiMcurity, rrniov'd 
^m pleaaurcM \ci\, but iii'vcr more bclovVL 

Vol. XXX Vi. » 



But itin*tii J»ial i ito tecajtgc tobe aeen 
Framevliy. wiadowv and tlie fiddi afe g 
Dadn puldk in the iNmd>cfae tiie do 
And nlMtooidd a rMwter toone ibow ji 
A leine oif ekipnce we nttiky find 
The poKliiNi<ofa meui or ▼algir sindy. 
And ignofwiQe of iMittnt things mekee a 
Who cannol:riMcht lejoiee in what he a 
And he, that deem hiildiiive weU.beili 
In contempktiott-of a totnpike road* 
Is occupied as weU» employs his home 
As wiselyy-apdaajDndiunprDTeshispin 
As he» that daariiersin pavilions graced 
With all the dnnas of an accomplidi'd'l 
Tet henee^alas! insolTenciess and henes 
The' anpltiedmtifl|.of ilLjtidi^d ezpent 
From all lus wearisome engagements fie 
Shakes hands with business, and retires i 
Your prudent grand-mammas, ye modt 
Content with Bristol, Bath, and Tunbrid 
When health requir'd it would consent t 
£lse more attached to pleasures found at 
But now alike, g^y widow, virgin, wife. 
Ingenious to diverafy dull life. 
In coaches, chaises, caravans, and hoys. 
Fly to the coast for daily, nightly joys. 
And all, impatient of dry land, agree 
With one consent to rush into the sea. — 
Ocean exhibits, fathomless and broad. 
Much of the power and majesty of God. 
He swathes about the swelling of the de 
That shines and rests, as infants smile an 
Vast as it is, it answers as it flows 
The breathings of the lightest air that bl 
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IKficte Hm MB MiMnli of BMth. 
Is dutjr a aim ipovt* nr an employ ? 
Life an intrmtied talent^ or a toy f 
If tiiiere, at reamm, comciencey Scriptarey tig 
Cause to proTide for a great future day. 
Wholly Bsrtit^ assign'd doradon at an end, 
Msn shall be summoa'd and the dead attend? 
The trumpet — ^will it scwnd ? the curtain rise 
And show the* august tribunsl of the skies» 
Where no prevariGation shall avail. 
Where eloquenoe and artifice shall fidl, . 
The pride of arrogant distinctions fall. 
And conscienee and our conduct judge us all 
Pardon me, jt that give the midnight oil 
To learned cares or philosophic toil^ 
Though I revere your honoursble names. 
Tour useful labours and important aims, 
And hold the world indebted to your aid, 
Enrich'd with the discov'ries ye have msde : 
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Yet let me stand excusM, if I esteem 
A mind employ'd on so sublime a theme. 
Pushing her bold inquiry to the date 
And outline of the present transient state. 
And, aflter poising her advent'rous wing^ 
Settling at last upon eternal things, 
Far more intelligent, and better taught 
The strenuous use of profitable thought, 
Than ye, when happiest, and enlighten'd most, 
And highest in renown, can justly boast. 
A mind unnerv'd, or indispos'd to hear 
The weight of subjects worthiest of her care. 
Whatever hopes a change of scene inspires. 
Must change her nature, or in vain retires. 
An idler is a watch, that wants both hands ; 
As useless if it goes, as when it stands. 
Books therefore, not the scandal of the shelves, 
In which lewd sensualists print out themselves ; 
Nor those in which the stage gives vice a blow, 
"With what success let modern manners show ; 
Nor his, who, for the bane of thousands born, 
BuUt God a church, and laugh'd his word to scorn. 
Skilful alike to seem devout and just, 
And stab religion with a sly side-tlirust ; 
Nor those of learn'd philologists, who chase 
A panting syllable through time and space, 
Start it at home, and hunt it in tlie dark. 
To Gaul, to Greece, and into Noah's ark ; 
* Bat such as Learning without false pretence, 

The friend of Truth, the* associate of sound Sense. 
^nd such as, in the zeal of good design, 
Strong judgment lab'ring in the Scripture mine. 
All such as manly and great souls produce, 

(Worthy to live, and of eternal use : 
S 2 
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• 
Behold in these whmt loiore hoim demand, 
Aimisemeiit and trae knowledge band -nf lyukl. 
Luxury gives the mind a childasli CMt» 
And, while she polishes, perferts the taste ; 
Habits of dose attention, tbinkii^ beads^ 
Become more rsre as dtsiripatioB spread^ . 
Tin authors bear at length one gen'ral cryv 
Tickle and entertain us, or we die. 
The loud demand, from year to year the atme. 
Beggars inyention, and makes Fancy bunes 
Till fiffce itself, most moumfiilly jejune^ 
Calls for the kind assistance of a tune ; 
And novels (witness ev*i^ month's review) 
BeUe their name, and offer nothing new. 
The mind, relaxing into needful sport. 
Should turn to writers of an abler sort. 
Whose wit wellmam^d, and whose classic s^]^ 
Give truth a lustre, and make wisdom smile. 
Friends (for I cannot stint, as some have donc^ '^ 
Too rigid in my view, that name to one ; 
Though one, I g^nt it, in the gen'rous breast 
Will stand advanced a step above the rest : 
Flow'rs by that name promiscuously we call. 
But one, the rose, the regent of them all) — 
Friends, not adopted with a schoolboy's haste. 
But chosen with a nice discerning taste. 
Well-bom, well-disciplin'd, who, plac'd apart 
From vulgar minds, have honour much at hearty 
And, though the world may think the' ingredi< 
The love of virtue, and the fear of God ! [( 

Such friends prevent what else would soon succ 
A temper rustic as the life we lead, 
And keep the polish of the manners clean. 
As theirs who bustle in the busiest scene ; 
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For solitude, however some may rave, 

Seeming a sanctuary, proves a grave, 

A sepulchre, in which the living lie, 

Where aU good qtuilities grow sick and die. 

Ifpndse the Frenchman,* his remark was shrewd — 

How sweet, how passing sweet, is solitude ! 

But grant me still a friend in my retreat, 

Whom I may whisper — solitude is sweet. 

Yet neither these delights, nor aught beside, 

That appetite can ask, or wealth provide. 

Can save us always from a tedious day. 

Or shine the dulness of still life away : 

Divine communion, carefully enjoy M, 

Or sought with energy, must fill the void, 

O sacred art, to which alone life owes 

Its happiest seasons, and a peaceful clos^ 

Scom'd in a world, indebted to that scorn 

For evils daily felt and hardly borne, 

Not knowing thee, we reap with bleeding hands 

yiow'rs of rank odour upon thorny lands. 

And, while Experience cautions us in vain, 

Grasp seeming happiness, and find it pain. 

Despondence, self-deserted in her grief. 

Lost by abandoning her own relief, 

Murmuring and ungrateful Discontent, 

That scorns aiflictions mercifully meant, 

Those humours tart as wines upon the fret. 

Which idleness and weariness beget ; 

These, and a thousand plagues, that haunt the breast, 

Pond of the phantom of an earthly rest, 

IKvine communion chases, as the day 

thrives to their dens the' obedient beasts of prey. 

• Brayere. 



See Judnh's promis'd kin^, bereft df kll, t^^M 
Drli'n out an exile from the face of Sutl, ^^M 
To distant cavea the lonely wand'rer tliei,.^^^| 
To Heek th»t peace a lyrant'i frown denies. ^^ 
Heir the sweet accents of his tuneful voice. 
Hear him o'erwhelmM with sorrow, yet rejoice ; 
No womBiiiah or wailing grief has purl. 
No, not a moment, in liis royal heart ; 
'Tis manly music, such as martyrs mate, ^ 

Sulf'ring with gladness tor b Saviour's sake i 
His soul exults, hope animates his lays, 
The sense of mercy kindles into praise, 
And wilds, familiar with a lion's roar. 
Ring with ecstatic sounds unheard hefore : 
'Tis love like his, that can alone defeat 
The foes of man, or make a desert sweet. 

Itclipon does not censure or exclude 
Uiinumber'd pleasures harmlesaly pursued; 
To study culture, and with artful toil 
To meliorate and tame the stubborn soili 
To g:ive dissimilar yet fruitful huids 
'I'hc grain, or herb, or plant, that each dcnutadt; 
To chei'iah virtue in an humble state. 
And share the joys your bounty may create j 
To mark the matchless workings of the puw'r, 
Tiiat shuts within its seed the future flow'r. 
Bids these in elegance of form excel. 
In colour these, and those delight tlie smell. 
Sends Nature forth the daughter of the skies. 
To dance on Earth, and charm all human eyes ; 
To teach the canrasi innocent deceit. 
Or lay the lind«CRpe on the snowy sheet — 
These, these are arts punu'd without a crime. 
That leave do slain upon the wing of Time. 
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Me poetry (or nther notes that aim 
Feebly and Vainly at poetic, fame) 
Employs, shut out from more important views, 
Fast by the bank^ of the slow-winding Oiise ; 
Content if thus sequestered I may raise 
A monitor's, though not a poet's praise. 
And while I teach an art too little known, 
To dose life wiady, may not waste my own. 
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CoMi, ponder weDy to Hif no jett» 
To laugh it would be wrong* 

The troubles of a worthy priest. 
The burden of my song. 

This priest he merry is and blithe 
Three quarters of a year, 

But oh ! it cuts him like a scythe. 
When titbing time draws near. 

He then is full of fright and fears. 

As one at point to die. 
And long before the day appears 

He heaves up many a sigh. 

For then the farmers come jog, jog, 

Along the miry road. 
Each heart as heavy as a log. 

To make their payments good. 
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In sooUi, the lorroitir of inicb d«ji 

Is not to be ezprenfd. 
When he that takes attd be that pa3Ps 

Are both alike ditfreta'cL 

Now all unweleoiDe at bU gtttea 

The clixauf swains alight. 
With rueful ftccs and bald |>atea— 

He trembles at the tight. 

And well he majy for well be knows 

Each bumpkin of the dan. 
Instead of paying what he owes^ 
Will cheat him if he oan. 

So in they eoms'-^^ach makes his leg^ 

And flings his head before. 
And looks as if ^ came to beg» 

And not to quua score. 

** And how does miss and madam do, 

" The little boy and all ?" 
•* All tight and well. And how do you, 

« Good Mr. What-d^ye-call ?" 

The dinner comes, and down they sit : 

Were e'er such hung^ folk ? 
There's little talking, and no wit -, 

It is no time to joke. 

One wipes his nose upon his sleeve. 

One spits upon the floor, 
Yet, not to give offence or grieve. 

Holds up the cloth before. 
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The punch fg9mT9imA»9ad th^y m doU 

And lumpish ttiU is «Mvv , 
liko bsCTds with tlntr >nPftt faB» > 

They only weigi«l><jtii»irt i-. •: 
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At length the bmg^tlfiiebegjau,.. ..•*»; 

^Coine»neigfalMMi%««ilnitwigk-^ <!i 
The money ehiAk% dovn-drop tbeir «lHiii^> . • 

Eibh higgiag oofllMtg^ * f < - ^! ^'« 

One talks of miMsnraqfl^ ^oil, ' 

And one of iloniiB of Jh^ 
And one (^piyi^ that hOfhfts lost ^ 

By msfgots at th»iliili- .- ••,•. '*. t. 

€|uoth one» ** A f i par m n tha i fyi 

" In pulpit none shall hear : 
" But yet» methinks» to tell you tnie» 

" You sell it plaguy dwe" 



O why are farmers made so coarse. 

Or clergy made so fine ? 
A kick, that scarce would move a horse. 

May kill a sound divine. 

Then let the hoobies stay at home ; 

'Twould cost him» I dare say. 
Less trouble taking twice the sum. 

Without the clowns that pay. 



aur 



'sojiiifr 



▲OBRlSSXli TO HUTBT COWPSS, SBd. 



Ob Ui emplMitical and intereitiiig delivery of the deftnee of 
Wairen SaidDgit Biq. in, the House of Loidt. 



CowpxB, whose silver voice, taskM sometimes hard, 

Legfends prolix delivers in the ears 

(Attentive when thoa read'st) of England's peers, 
Ltt verse at length yield thee thy just reward. 

Thou wast not heard with drowsy disregard. 
Expending late on all that length of plea 
Thy gen'rous pow'rs, but silence honour'd thee, 

Mute as e'er g^'d on orator or bard. 

Thou art not voice alone, but hast beside 
Both heart and head ; and couldst with music sweet 
Of Attic phrase and senatorial tone, 
Liike thy renown'd forefathers, far and wide 
Thy fame diffuse, prais'd not for utterance meet 
Of others' speech, hut magic of thy owiu 
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UNGS 



JUIDXX88ED TO BX. DABWUT, 

Amkor ol*Tke 



Two Poets,* Cpoets, by report» 

Not oft 80 well agtvft) 
Sweet Harmonist of Flora's court ! 

Conspire to boooor Thee. 

Tbey best can judge a poef 8 wortb, 
Wbo oft themselves have known 

The pangs of a poetic birth 
By labours of their own. 

We therefore pleas'd extol thy song, 
Though various yet complete. 

Rich in embelfishment as strong. 
And learned as 'tis sweet. 

No envy mingles with our praise^ 
Though, could our hearts repine 

At any poet's happier lays. 
They would — they must at thine. 

But we, in mutual bondage knit 
Of friendship's closest tie. 

Can g^ze on even Darwin's wit 
With an unjaundic'd eye ; 

* Alluding^ to the poem by Mr. Hayley, which 
these Bnet. 



em the Bard, who«'«r ht bt, 
howsoever known, 
foM not twint » wwath ft»f Thci», 
ofthy of hU own. 
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,•■.! • .'• -j-^-.i'.. .' ■..** •' * :'■ "f- . I 
-r.-ii' fcl •iJ*«j»^/f h r.i'..'* V -. ' ' ' I :'i 

MRS. MONTAGU'S FEATHER 
HANiGINGS. 



Thb birds put-off th^ ef'tj hue. 
To dress a room for Mbntago. 

The Peacock sends his hetT*iil]r dyes^ 
His rainb9W9 and lus 9tairry eifet / 
The Pheasant phunea^ which round ivSM 
His mantling neck with downy goid ; 
The Cock his archM tul's azure show ; 
And, river-blanch'd, the Swan his snow. 
All tribes beude of Indian name. 
That glossy shine, or vivid flame. 
Where rises, and where sets the day, 
Whate'er they boast of rich and gay. 
Contribute to the gorgeous plan. 
Proud to advance it all they can. 
This plumage neither dashing show'r. 
Nor blasts, tiiat shake the dripping bow'r. 
Shall drench again or discompose, 
But screen'd from ev'ry storm that blows. 
It boasts a splendour ever new. 
Safe with protecting Montagu. 

To the same patroness resort. 
Secure of fiivour at her court. 
Strong Genius, from whose forge of thought 
Forms rise, to quick perfection wrought. 
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Which, ihbugh new-born, with vigour move , 
Like Pallas, springing arm'd from Jove — 
Imagination scattering round 
Wild roses over farrowM ground. 
Which Labour of his frown beguile. 
And teach Philosophy a smile-~ 
Wit flashing on Religion's side, 
Whose fires, to sacred Truth applied, 
The gem, though luminous before. 
Obtrude on human notice more. 
Like sunbeams on the golden height 
Of some tall temple playing bright— 
Well-tutor'd Learning, from his books 
Dismissed with grave, not haughty looks, 
Tlteir order on his shelves exact. 
Not more harmonious or compact 
Than that, to which>he keeps confinM 
The various treasures of his mind — 
All these to Montagu's repair. 
Ambitious of a shelter there. 
There Genius, Learning, Fancy, Wit, 
Their ruffled plumage calm refit, 
(For stormy troubles loudest roar 
Around their flight who highest soar) 
And in her eye, and by her aid. 
Shines safe without a fear to fade. 
She thus maintains divided sway 
With yon bright regent of the day ; 
The plume and poet both we know 
Their lustre to his influence owe ; 
And she the works of Phoebus aiding. 
Both poet saves and plume from fading. 

T 2 



VERSES 



I. 

I AX. moiuocfa of all I matty. 
My right tliere is none to <£8piite ; 

From the centre all roond to the seif 
I am lord of the ibwl and the brute. 

Solitude ! where are the channfl^ 
That sages have seen in thy fkce ? 

Better dwell in the midst of alarms. 
Than reign in this horrible place. 

II. 

1 am out of humanity's reach, 

I must finish my journey alone, ' 
Never hear the sweet music of speech, 

I start at the sound of my own. 
The beasts, that roam over the plain. 

My form with indifference see ; 
They are so unacquainted with man. 

Their tameness is shocking to me* 

m. 

Society, friendship, and love. 
Divinely bestow'd upon man, 

O, had I the wingfs of a dove. 
How soon would I taste you again ! 
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My sorrows I then mig^t assuage 

In the ways of religion and truth. 
Might learn from the wisdom of age. 

And be cheer'd by the sallies of youth. 

IV. 

Religion ! What treasurei untold 

Resides in that heavenly word ! 
More precious than silver and gpold, 

Or all that this Earth can afford. 
Rut the sound of the church-going bell 

These valleys and rocks never heard, 
Never sigh'd at the sound of a knell. 

Or smil'd when a sabbatli appeared. 

V. 

Y e winds, that have made me your sport, 

Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endearing report 

Of a land I shall visit no more. 
My friends, do they now and then send 

A wish or a thought after me ? 
O tell me I yet have a friend. 

Though a friend I am never to see. 

VI. 

How fleet is a glance of the mind ! 

Compared with the speed of its flight, 
The tempest itself lags behind, 

And the swift- winged arrows of light. 
When I think of my own native land. 

In a moment I seem to be there ; 
But alas ! recollection at hand 

Soon hurries me back to despair. 



vn. 

Even here i y^;,, rep*'''- 
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' ON THE PROUDTION OF 

EDWARD THURLOW, Esq,, 

TO TBI KORD HIGH CHASCXLLOXSHIP OW ZSOLAim. 



I. 

I 

Itomrs Thurlow's bead in early youth> 

And in bis sportive days, 
Fair Science pour'd the light of truth, 

And Genius shed his rays. 

U. 

See ! with united wonder cried 
The* ezperienc'd and the sage. 

Ambition in a boy supplied 
With aU tiie skiU of ag^e ! 

m. • 

Discernment, eloquence, and g^ce 
Proclaim him born to sway 

'fhe balance in the highest place. 
And bear the palm away. 



IV. 

The praise bestow'd was just and wise ; 

He sprang impetuous forth, 
Secure of conquest, where the prize 

Attends superior woxth. 



So the best coureer on Ihe plain 
Ere yet he bIbKi it known. 

And does but at Ibe g^ol obtain 
What ill hid deem'd his own 



^ 



m 



ODE TO PEACE. 



I. 

I, petot of mindt delightfbl futit ( 
rn and make thy downy neat 
100 moro in this lad htart : 
i4obot I nor pow'r pursut» 
tiold forbidden Joyt in view t 
9 therefore need not part. 

U. 

re wilt thou dwell, if not with me. 
I av'rioe and ambition free, 
id pleasure'! fktal wiles f 
¥hom, alas ! dost thou prepare 
sweets, that 1 was wont to share, 
le banquet of thy smiles f 

III. 

|p*eat, the gay, shall they partake 
Heav'n that tliuu alone canst make / 
d wilt tliuu quit the stream, 
murmurs througli the dewy mead, 
grove and the sequcster'd shed, 
be a guest with them ^ 



I 



„.u«ip«-«f**"'r'* 
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HUMAN FRAILTY. 



I. 

£ and irresolute is man ; 
e purpose of to day, 
:n with pains into his plan, 
-morrow rends away. 

II. 

30W well bent, and smart the spring, 
;e seems already slain ; 
*assion rudely snaps the string, 
d it revives again. 

III. 



! foe to his upright intent 
ids out his weaker part ; 
e engages his assent, 
t Pleasure wins his heart. 

IV. 

lere the folly of the wise 
rough all his art we view ; 
while his tongue the charge denies, 
I conscience owns it true. 

XXXVI. u 



93S , TH mntav vATBitft. 

V. 

Sneh civil broils are my delight, 
Thougb lome fblki can't endure them. 

Who say the mob are mad outright. 
And that a rope muit oue them. 

VL 

A rope ! 1 wish we patriots had 
Such strings for all who need ' 

What ! hang a man for gmng mad ! 
Then fiffeweH British freedom. 
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On obterving^ wme nOmea •f Ut^ note tficwikd in 
the MegrapMa Brittanmca, 



0% frad attempt to ^ve a deathleas lot 
To ntmet ignoble^ bom to be forgot ! 
jfai Tid]i» resided in higtoric pag^ 
Tliey eonrt the notice of a foture .age : 
Hioae twinkling tiny luatrea of the land 
Hn^ one by one from Fame's neglecting hand ; 
I^etiuean gi^ receive them as they faU, 
had dark oblivion soon absorbs them aU, 

So when a duld, as playful children use. 
Baa burnt to tinder a stale last year's news. 
Hie ilame.extinct, he views the roving fire— ^ 
rhere goes my lady, and there goes the squire, 
(liere goes the parson, oh illustrious spark ! 
vnd there, scarce less illustrious, goes the clerk ! 
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REPORT 

Off AV ABimMBB CASB, ITOT TO BB fOmffB TM UTt Off 



Bbtwbbv Note and Eyes k Btmi|^,conieit aroiOi 
The spectacles set them unhappily wron|^ s 

The point in dispute was, as aO the world kiiow% 
To which the said spectacles ought to beloiig, 

n. 

So Tongue was the lawyer, and argued the cause 
With a great deal of skill,and a wig fuU of learning; 

While chief baron Ear sat to balance the laws. 
So fam'd for his talent in nicely discerning. 

III. 

In behalf of the Nose it will quickly apprar. 
And your lordship, he said, will undoubti dh Trio. 

That the Nose has had spectacles always iv. « c?: . 
Which amounts to possession time out oi' mind 

rv. 

Then holding the spectacles up to the cccr: 
Tour lordship observes they are made with a 
straddle, 

As wide as the ridge of the Nose is ; in short, 
DesigQ'd to sit eloso to it, just like a saddle. 
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V. 

Again, would your lordship a moment suppose 
('Tis a case that has happened, and may be again) 

That the visage or countenance had not a Nose, 
Pray who would, or who could, wear spectacles 
then? 

VI. 

On the whole it appears, and my argument shows 
With a reasoning, the court will never condemn, 

That the spectacles plainly were made for the Nose, 
And the Nose was as plainly intended for them. 

vn. 

Then shifting his side, (as a lawyer knows how) 
He pleaded again in behalf of the Eyes : 

But what were his arguments few people know. 
For the court did not think they were equally 
wise. 

vm. 

^-^ hi«» lovdsi>ip decreed with a grave solemn tone, 
Of« : Ive and clear, without one if or 6«/— 

1 iiav. whenever the Nose put his spectacles on. 
By daylight or candlelight — Eyes should be shut I 
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Mrna 



BURNING OF LORD MANSFIELD'S 

LIBRARY, 



By the Bobb in the nottlh of Jhkb^ 1719. 



I. 

So then— the VandiJs of ouride^ 
Sworn foes to sense and law, 

Have burnt to dust a nobler pile, 
Than ever Roman saw ! 

n. 

And MuKRAT ughs o'er Pope and Swift, 

And many a treasure more. 
The well-judg'd purchase, and the gift, 

That grac'd his lettered store. 

m. 

Their pages mangled, burnt, and torn. 

The loss was Mb alone ; 
But ages yet to come shall mourn 

The burning of hit awn. 
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ON THE SAME. 



I. 

Whev wit and genius meet their doom 

In all devouring flame. 
They tell us of the fate of Rome, 

And bid us fear the same. 

II. 

O'er Murrat's loss the muses wept, 

They felt the rude alarm. 
Yet bless'd the guardian care, that kept 

His sacred head from harm. 

III. 

There Mem'ry, like the bee, that's fed 

From Flora's balmy store, 
Tlie quintessence of all he read 

Had treasur'd up before. 

IV. 

TUq lawless herd, with fury blind. 
Have done him cruel wrong; 

The flow'rs are gone — but still we find 
The honey on his tongue. 
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THE LOVE OF THE WORLD 
REPROVED ; 

OB, 
HTFOCBIST DBTBCTBD.* 

Tsus says the prophet of the Turk, 
Good mussulman, abstain flrom pork ; 
There is a part in every swine 
No friend or follower of mine 
Ifay taste, whatever his inclination. 
On pain of excommunication. 
Sudi llahomefs mysterious charge. 
And thus he left the point at large. 
Had he the sinful part expressed. 
They might with safety eat the rest ; 
But for one piece they thought it hard 
From the whole hog to be debarred ; 
And set their wit at work to find 
What joint the prophet had in mind. 
Much controversy straight arose, 
These choose the back, the belly those ; 
By some 'tis confidently said 
He meant not to forbid the head ; 
While others at that doctrine rail. 
And piously prefer the tail. 

* It may be fnoper to inform the reader, that this piece I 
already appeared in print, having found its way, though w 
■one annecenary adiditions by an unknown hand, into \ 
Leeds Jomnal, withoat the author^ prifity. 
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Thus, conscience freed from ev*ry clog, 
Mahometans eat up the hog. 

You laugh — 'tis well — The tale applied < 
May make you laugh on t'other side. 
Renounce the world — the preacher cries. 
We do — a multitude replies. 
While one as innocent regards 
A snug and friendly game at cards ; 
And one, whatever you may say. 
Can see no evil in a play ; 
Some love a concert, or a race ; 
And others shooting, and the chase. 
Revil'd and lov'd, renounced and foUow'd, 
Thus, bit by bit, the world is swallow'd ; 
Each thinks his neighbour makes too free^ 
Tet likes a slice as well as he : 
With sophistry their sauce they sweeten, 
Till quite from tail to snout 'tis eaten. 



,• . • I I . I". ■ ■ ■ '■^'- f. 
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ON THE DEATH OF MRS. (now Lavi 
THROCKMORTON'S BULFINCH. 



Ye nymphs ! if c*ep youp^yes were red 
With tears o'er htpless fav'rites shed, « 

O share Maria's grief * 
Her fav'rite, even in his cage^ 
(What will not hunter's cruel rage ?) 

Assasnn'd by a thief. 

Where Rhenus strays his vines among. 
The e^ was laid from which he sprung ; 

And, though by nature mute, 
Or only with a whistle blest. 
Well-taught, he all the sounds express'd 

Of flagelet or flute. 

The honours of his ebon poll 

Were brighter than the sleekest mole, 

His bosom of the hue 
With which Aurora decks the skies. 
When piping winds shall soon arise, 

To sweep away the dew. 

Above, below, in all the house. 
Dire foe alike of bird and mouse. 

No cat had leave to dwell ; 
And Bully's cage supported stood 
On props of smoothest-shaven wood, 

Uurg^-buill ai\d \a\.\Ac?^ '9i^\\> 
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Well-latticM — ^but the grate, alas ! 
Not rough witli wire of steel or brass. 

For Bully's plumage sake. 
But smooth with wands from Ouse's side, 
"With which, when neatly peelM and dried. 

The swains their baskets make. 

Night veil'd the pole : all seem'd secure : 
When led by instinct sharp and sure. 

Subsistence to provide, 
A beast forth sallied on the scout, 
Long-back'd, long-tail, with whiskered snout, 

And badger-colour'd hide. 

He, ent*ring at the study-door. 
Its 'ample area 'gan explore ; 

And something in the wind 
Conjectured, sniffing round and round, 
Better than all the books he found. 

Food chiefly for the mind. 

Just then, by adverse fate impressed, 
A dream disturb'd poor Bully's rest ; 

In sleep he seem'd to view 
A rat fast clinging to the cage. 
And, screaming at the sad presage. 

Awoke and found it true. 

For, aided both by ear and scent. 
Right to his mark the monster went — 

Ah, muse ! forbear to speak 
Minute the horrors that ensu'd ; 
His teeth were strong, the cage was wood— 
He left poor Bully's beak. 
Vol. ILXXYJ. X 
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O tmd he made th.t too hi* prey ; 
That beak, whence iuu'd many k 

Might have repaid him well, I wo 
For atencing bo sweet a throal. 
Fast Etuck withio his own. 


lay 
te. 


On Thracian Hebrus' tide 
The tree-enchanter Orpheua fell, 

nis bewl alone remnin-d to tell 
Thecnielde»lhhedie<l. 
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THE ROSE. 



e had been wash'd, just wash'd in a show'r, 
h Mary to Anna conye3r'dy 
intiful moisture encumber'd the flow'r, 
wreigh'd down its beautiful head« 

p was all filPd, and the leaves were all wetj 
it seem'd, to a fanciful yieWy 
p for the buds it had left with regret^ 
le flourishing bush where it grew. 

r seizM it, unfit.as it was 
. nosegay, so dripping and drown'd, 
inging it rudely, too rudely, alas! 
[>pM it ; it fell to the ground. 

ch, I ezclaim'd, is the pitiless part 
: act by the delicate mind, 
less of wringing and breaking a heart 
idy to sorrow resigned. 

sgant rose, had I shaken it less, 
t have bloom'd with its owner a while ; 
e tear, that is wip'd with a little address, 
be followed perhaps by a smile. 



A HIVES, while ivitli glossy bresat 

Her new-Uid egga she foniUy prcss'd. 

And, on her wicLerwork high mounted. 

Her chickens premaiurely coiintcd, 

(A fujit philDsophen inig'tit bUme, 

IT quite exempted from the smne) 

Siijoy'd at ease the g;enial dayi 

'Twos April, us the bumpkins siy. 

The le^slature call'd it May. 

But suddenly a wind, as high 

As ever swept a winter sky, 

Shook the young leaves about her ears. 

And fiU'd her with a tliouMnd {tan, 

Lest the rude blast should snap the bough. 

And spread her golden hopes below. 

But just at eve the blowing weather. 

And all her feara were hush'd together i 

And now, quoth poor unthinking Ralph, 

'TU over, and the brood is ssie ; 

(For ravens, though as birds of omen 

They teach botli conj'rors and old women, 

To tell us what is to befal, 

Can't prophesy themselves at alt.) 

The morning came, when neighbour Hodge, 

Who long had mark'd her airy lodge, 

Anddestin'd all the treasure there 

A gift to his eipecting fair, 

Climb'rt like a squirrel to his dray. 

And bore the worthleu ptize away. 



▲ VABU. 2^7 



XORAX. 

*Tis Providence alone secures 
lii er'ty change both mine and yours : 
Safety conusts not in escape 
From dangers of a frightful shape ; 
An earthquake may be bid to spare 
The man that's strangled by a hair. 
Fate steals along with nlent tread. 
Found oft'nest in what least we dread. 
Frowns in the storm with angry brow, 
But in the auQshine strikes the blow. 



4 COMV^W^°''- 




. ™ ia the «ime> 
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ANOTHER. 

AllVnKNNKn TO A YOtlllM LAll¥. 



ixT strcmrii thnt windii tlirough yondor glado, 
omblem of a virtuous mind** 
nt And cimitc tho HtcaU nlong, 
fVom tlio world*! ^ay buny throng i 
h gcntio yet prevailing force, 
nt upon her dcatinM courae ( 
ccAil and uief\il all the dooa, 
Ming and hlcRt where'er the goca, 
c-boNomM an that watVy glam, 
1 llcav'n reflected in hor face. 



THE POET'S NEW-TEAB'S-GIF 



UiBU 1 I have ev'ry gooil 
For thee visb'd many u time. 

Both Bad, »nd in a cheerful mood, 
But never yet in rbyme. 

To wish thee fairer 19 no need, 
More prudent, or more sprightly. 

Or more ingenious, or more freed 
From lemper-ftBws unsiglitly. 

Whkt ftvour then not yet posaess'd 

Can I for thee require. 
In wedded love already blest, 

To thy vhole heart's desire I 

None here U happy but in part : 

Full bliai is bliss divine ; 
Ulere dwells some wish in ev'ry heart. 

And doubtless one in thine. 

Thftt wish on some fair future day. 
Which Fate shall brig -tly gild, 

(lis blameless, be it what it may) 'i 
I wish it all tiilfUl'd. 
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ODE TO APOLLO. 

OH AN IlTKeLASS ALMOST DBIED IN THE 8I7H. 



Patsoh df all those luckless brains, 
That, to the wrong side leaning, 

Indite much metre with much pains. 
And little or no meaning. 

Ah why, since oceans, rivers, streams, 

lliat water all the nations. 
Pay tribute to thy glorious beams. 

In constant exhalations, 

Why, stooping from the noon of day, 

Too covetous to drink, 
Apollo, hast thou stol'n away 

A poet's drop of ink ? 

Upborne into the viewless air 

It floats a vapour now, 
Impell'd through regions dense and raie, 

By all the winds that blow. 

Ordain'd perhaps ere summer flies, 
Cdmbin'd with millions more. 

To form an Iris in the skies, 
Thoogh black and foul before. 
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PAIRING TIME ANTICIPATED. 



A FABLE. 



I BHALZ. not ask Jean Jacques Rousseau,* 
If birds confabulate or no ; 
'Tis clear, that they were always able 
To hold discourse, at least in fable ; 
And e'en the child who knows no better 
Than to interpret by the letter, 
A story of a cock and bull. 
Must have a most uncommon skull. 
It chanc'd then on a winter's day. 
But warm, and bright, and calm as May, 
The birds, conceiving a design 
To forestal sweet St. Valentine, 
In many an orchard, copse, and g^ove. 
Assembled on affairs of love, 
And with much twitter and much chatter. 
Began to agitate the matter. 
At length a Bulfinch, who could boast 
More years and wisdom than the most. 
Entreated, op'ning wide his beak, 
A moment's liberty to speak ; 

* It was one of the whiouieal ipecolatioiu of this philosopher, 
that all ftbles, which ascribe reason and speech to animab, 
should be withheld from children, as beiig only vehicles of 
deception. Bat what child was erer deceired by them, or eta 
be, against the evidence of bis s^ues ? 

Vol. XXXVI. Y 



And, silence publicly enjoin'd, m 

Ucliver'd briefly thus his mind. I 

My friends ! be cautious hon ye treat ^ 
The subject, upon which we ment; 
I fear we shull have winter yet, 

A Finch, whose tongue Itiiew no control, 
With gulden wing, and sotin poll, 
A last year's bird, who ne'er had tried 
What marriafte means, thus perl replied : 

Mcthinks the gentleman, quoth she. 
Opposite in the apple-tree. 
By bis good will wi'uld keep us single 
Till vonder Heav'n and Earth shall mingl^ 
Or (which is likelier to befaU) 
Till death eilcrminales us all. 
1 marry without more ado, 
Hy dear Dick Redcap, what say you ? 

Diet heard, and tweedljng-, ogling, bridling 
Turning short round, Etnitting and sideling, 
Attested, glad, his approbation 
Of an immediate conjugation. 
Their sentiments so well cipress'd 
InBuenc'd mightily the rest. 
All pair'd, and each pair built a nest. 

But though the birds were thus in bast«. 
The leaves came on not quite ao fast. 
And Destiny, that sometimes bears 
An aspect stem on man's afTurs, 
Not altt^ether imil'd on theirs. 
Tlie wind, of late breath'd gently forth. 
Now shifted east, and east by north t 
Bare trees and ^nibs but ill, you know, 
Could tb^Ur them Jiom mitt or snow. 
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Stepping into their nests, they paddled. 

Themselves were chill'd, their eggs were addled ; 

Soon ev'ry &ther bird And mother 

Grew quarrelsome, and peckM each other, 

Parted without the least regret. 

Except that they had ever met. 

And leam'd in future to be wiser. 

Than to neglect a good adviser. 

MOBAL. 

Misses ! the tale that I relate 

This lesson seems to carry—* 
Choose not alone a proper mate« 

But proper time to marry. 



THE DOG AND THE WATER-L] 



Thk noon wis shaJy, anil soft iur9 

Swept Oiise's silent tide, 
When, 'acap'd from literary cires, 

I wsnder'd on his side. 

My spaniel, prettiest of his nee. 

And hi^li in pedigjee, 
(Two nymplia* adofn'd with ev'ry grace 

That spaniel found for me.) 

Now wanton'd lost in flags and reeda, 

Now starting- into »ght 
Pursued the swa.llow o'er the meadi 

With scarce a slower flight. 

rt was the time when Ouse display'i]. 

His lilies newly blown -, 
Their beauties I intent survey*d. 

And one I wish'd my own. 

With cane extended far I sought 

To Bteer it close to land; 
But atill the prize, though nearly caught, 

Escap'd my eager band. 
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•Kcotf markM my unsuccessful pains 

With fix'd considerate face. 
And puzzling set his puppy bnuns 

To comprehend the case. 

But with a cherup clear and strong. 

Dispersing all his dream, 
I thence withdrew, and followM long 

The windings of the stream. 

My ramble ended, I retum'd ; 

Beau9 trotting far before. 
The floating wreath again discemM, 

And plunging left the shore. 

1 saw him with that lily cropped 

Impatient swim to meet 
Hy quick approach, and soon he droppM 

The treasure at my feet. 

Charm'd with the sight, the world, I cried, 

Shall hear of this thy deed : 
My dog shall mortify the pride 

Of man's superior breed : 

But chief myself I will enjoin. 

Awake at duty's call, 
1*0 show a love as prompt as thine 

To Him who gives me all. 



Y9 



THE POET, THE OYSTER, Al 
SENSITIVE PLANT. 



An Oyster, cast upon tlie shore, 
Was heard, thoug-h never heard before. 
Complaining in a speech well worded. 
And worthy thus to be recorded — 

Ah, hapless wretch ! condemn'd to dwel 
Far ever in my native shell ; 
Ordain'd lo move when others pleme. 
Kot for niy own content or case ; 
But tosg'd and buffeted about. 
Now in the water and now our. 
'Twere better to be bom a stone. 
Of ruder shape, and feeling none. 
Than with a tenderness like mine, 
And senubilities so fine 1 
I envy that unfeeling shrub. 
Fast-rooted against ev'ry rub. 
The plant he meant grew not far off. 
And felt the sneer with scorn enough ; 
Was biu^ disgusted, mortified. 
And with BSpeiity replied. 

When, cry the botanists and stare. 
Did plants eall'd sensitive grow there ! 
No matter when — a poet's muse i» 
To mtkattietii grow jiiu where she chooi 
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You shapeless nothing in a dish, 
Voa that are but almost a iisb, 
I scorn your coarse insinuation. 
And have most plentiful occasion 
To wish myself the rock I view. 
Or such another dolt as you .- 
For many a grave and learned clerk, 
And many a gay unlettered spark. 
With curious touch examines me. 
If I can feel as well as he ; 
And when I bend, retire, and shrink, 
Says — Well, 'tis more than one would think ! 
Thus life is spent (oh fie upon't !) 
In being touch'd, and crying — Don't ! 

A poet, in his ev'ning walk. 
Overheard and check'd this idle talk. 
And your fine sense, he said and yours. 
Whatever evil it endures. 
Deserves not, if so soon ofiendcd, 
Ifuch to be pitied or commended. 
Disputes, though short, are far too long, 
"Where both alike are in the wrong ; 
Tour feelings in their full amount. 
Are all upon your own account. 

You, in your g^otto-work enclos'd. 
Complain of being thus expos'd ; 
Vet nothing feel in that rough coat, 
Save when the knife is at your throat, 
'Wherever driv'n by wind or tide, 
^Izcmpt from ev'ry ill beside. 

And as for you, my Lady Squeamish, 
VVho reckon ev'ry touch a blemish, 
tC all the plants, that can be found 
Embellishing the scene around. 
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Should droop and wither where they grow. 
You would not feel at b11 — not you. 
The tioblest minds their "rirtue prove 
By pity, sympathy-, and kng: 
These, these are teelinga truly fine. 
And prove their ouTier half divine. 

His censure reach'd ihcm fli he dtaH it. 
And each by shrinking: iliow'd he felt it. 
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THE SHBT7B6ERY. 



'W&ITTEN nr A TIMB OF AFFLICTIOIT, 



I. 

Oh, happy -afaades — ^to me unblest 
Friendly to peace, but not to me, 

How ill the scene, that offers rest. 
And heart, that cannot rest, agree. 

n. 

This glassy stream, that spreading pine^ 
Those alders quiv'ring to the breeze, 

Might sooth a soul less hurt than mine. 
And please, if any thing could please. 

in. 

But fix'd unalterable Care 
Forgoes not what she feels within. 

Shows the same sadness ev'ry where, 
And slights the season and the scene. 

IV. 

^or all that pleas'd in wood or lawn, 

"While Peace possessed these silent bow'rs, 

*^«r animating smile withdrawn. 
Has lost its beauties and its pow'rs. 



The sunt or monllit ahould treail 
This noaB-grown aUe; musing, slow 

They seek like me the secret shade. 
But not like me to nourish uol 

VI. 

He fnutful scenes and prospects w:iste 
Alike sdmonisU not to ruatn; 

These tell me of enjoyments pust, 
And those of rorrow* yet to come. 



^ 
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THE WINTER NOSEGAY. 



I. 

What Nature, alas ! has denied 

To the delicate growth of our isle. 
Art has in a measure supplied. 

And Winter is deck'd with a smile. 
See, Mary, what beauties I bring 

From the shelter of that sunny shed. 
Where the flow'rs have the charms of the;Spiing> 

Though jabroad they are frozeo and dead. 

n. 

' Tis a bow'r of Arcadian sweets, 
' Where Flora is still in her prime, 
A fortress to which she retreats 

From the cruel assaults of the clime. 
While Earth wears a mantle of snow» 

These pinks are as fresh and as gay 
As the fairest and sweetest, that blow 

On the beautiful bosom of May. 

m. 

See how they have safely survived 

The frowns of a ^ky so severe ; 
Such Mary's true love, that has liv'd 

Through many a turbulent year. 
The charms of the late blowing rose 

Seem'd grac'd with a livelier hue. 
And the winter of sorrow best showJ 

The troth of % Iriend such as you. 



MUTUAL FORBEAKANCE, 



■■"T! 



Tbe lady thus addreag'd her spouse — 
What ■ mere dungeon i) (his house '. 
Bf no mtanB large enough i and via it, 
T<t this dull rooin, and that dark cloiiet, 
Tbuse hrniftings -with their worn-oul gnee^ 
Long beards, long noses, and pale facet. 
Are such an antiquated scene. 
They overwhelm me with the spleen. 
Sir Humphrey, shooting in Uie dark, 
Mftkei answer quite beaide the mark : 
No doubt, my dear, I bade bim come, 
Engag'd myaelf to be at home. 
And shaJI expect him at the door. 
Precisely when the clock strike! four. 

You are so deaf, Ihe Udy cried, 
(And rais'd her voice and frown'd beside) 
Tou are so sadly deati my dear, 
What aball I do to make you hear I 

Dismiss poor Harry ! he replies i 
Some people are more nice than wise. 
For one slight treapaas all this stir f 
What if he did ride whip and spur, 
Twaa but a mile — your fav'rite bone 
Will never look one luur the wone. 



WeU, I protest 'tis past all bearing — 
Child ! I am rather hard of bearing — 
Yes, truly— one must scream and bawl : 
I tell you, you can't hear at all ! 
Then with a voice exceeding low, 
No matter if you hear or no. 

Alas ! and is domestic strife, 
That sorest ill of human life, 
A plague so little to be fear'd, 
As to be wantonly incurred, 
To gratify a fretful passion. 
On ev'ry trivial provocation ? 
The kindest and the happiest pair 
Will find occasion to forbear ; 
And something, ev'ry day they live, 
To pity, and perhaps forgive. 
But if infirmities, that fall 
In common to the lot of all, 
A blemish or a sense impair'd. 
Are crimes so little to be spar'd, 
Then farewell all that must create 
The comfort of the wedded state ; 
Instead of harmony, 'tis jar. 
And tumult, and intestine war. 

The love, that cheers life's latest stage. 
Proof against sickness and old age, 
Freserv'd by virtue form declension, 
Becomes not weary of attention ; 
But lives, when that exterior grace, 
Which first inspir'd the flame, decays. 
*Tis gentle, delicate, and kind. 
To faults compassionate or blind. 
And will with sympathy endure 
Those evils it would gladly cure : 

Vol, XXXVI, Z 



But Migry, coarse, and harsh expresuon 
BhowB love to be a mere profesaion -, 
proves thiit tlie heart ia oone of his. 
Or soon expels him, if U is. 
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THE 



NEGRO'S COMPLAINT. 



FoRc's from home and all its pleasures, 

Afric's coast I left forlorn ; 
To increase a stranger's treasures. 

O'er the raging billows borne. 
Men from England bought and sold me. 

Pud my price in paltry gold ; 
But, though slave they have enrolPd me. 

Blinds are never to be sold. 

Still in thought as free as ever. 

What are England's rights, I ask, 
Me from my delights to sever. 

Me to torture, me to task .' 
Fleecy locks and black complexion 

Cannot forfeit Nature's claim ; 
SkinH may differ, but affection 

Dwells in white and black the same. 

Why did all-creating Nature 

Make the plant, for which we toil ? 

Sighs must fan it, tears must water. 
Sweat of ours must dress the soil. 



r» 


■CHE Stono's CaiIFI.4I!l^. 


Think, ye 
Lolling a 

Think htiw 
Fop the 


TiBBters iron-hearted, 
1 your jovial boards; 
many backs have amarte'' 
weeU your cane afforda. 


Is there, aa ye sometimes tell us, 

la there one, who rei^s on higU 1 
Haa he bid you buy and sell ua, 

SpcBlcinB from hia ttipone. the aky > 
Aik him, if your knotted scourges. 

Matches, blood-cWoning screws, 
Are the mean» ihal duty urges 

A^enlflof hiawilltousef 


Hark ! he answers— wild tonudoeh 
Strewinff yonder tea with wrecks i 

Waating' towna, planutions, meadows. 
Are the voice, with which he speaks. 



He, foreseeing what 

Afhc's SOD9 should undergfo, 
Fil'd their tyrants' habitationa 

Where his whirlwinds answer — no. 

By our blood in Afiic wasted. 

Ere our necks receiv'd the chain j 
By the mis'ries thst we tasted, 

Ccoasing in your barks the main ; 
By our suff'ringa, since yc broug-ht us 

To the man -degrading mart ; 
AH Buslain'd by patience, taught us 

Only by a broken heart! 

Deem our nation bnites no longer, • 
Till tome reason ye shall finii 
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Worthier of regtird, and strong-er 

Than the colour of our kind. 
Slaves of gold, whose sordid dealings 

Tarnish all your boasted pow'rs. 
Prove that you have human feelings, 

Ere you proudly question ours ! 



Z2 



I 



PITV FOR POOR AFRICANS. 



I owM I am Bhock'd at the purchase oT sl»es. 
And fear those, who buy them and tell theni 

knaves -. [gi 

What t hear of their hardships, their torturei 

II almost enough to drnw pity from stonei. 

I pity thEm greatly, but I miiEt he mum. 
For how could we do without lu^r and rum i 
Eapecia'* 'sug;ar, bo neeilful wc see ? 
What, r eAip our dcsserls, om- cotT'ec, and Xe 

Besides, if n-c do, the French, Dutch, iind Da 
Will heartily thank us, no doubt, fiir our pain.' 
If we do not buy the poor creatures, they wi| 
And tortures and groans will he multiplied ati 

If foreigners likewice would give up the tradi 

Much more in behalf of your wish mig-ht be t 
Hut, while they get riches by purchasing blac 
Pray tell me why we may not also go snacks > 

Your scruples and arguments bring to my mir 
A story so pal. you may think it is coin'd. 
On purpose ki answer you, out of my mint; 
But 1 can assure you 1 saw it in print. 
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A ycmngfster at school, more sedate than the rest. 
Had once his integrity put to the test ; 
His comrades had plotted an orchard to rob. 
And ask'd him to go and assist in the job. 

He wa3 shock'd, sir, like you, and answer'd — " Oh no! 
What ! rob our good neighbour ! I pray you don't go ; 
Besides the man's poor, his orchard's his bread. 
Then think of his children, for they must be fed. 



t> 



t€ 



Tou speak very fine, and you look very grave. 
But apples we want, and apples we'll have ; 
If you will go with us, you shall have a share. 
If not, you shall have neither apple nor pear.' 



tf 



They spoke, and Tom ponder'd — " I see they will 
Poor man ! what a pity to injure him so ! [go : 

Poor roan ! I would save him his fruit if T could. 
But staying behind will do him no goo . 

" If the matter depended alone upon me, [tree ; 
His apples might hang till they dropp'd from the 
But, since they will take them, I think I'll go too. 
He will lose none by me, though I get a few." 

His scruples thus silenc'd, Tom felt more at ease. 
And went with his comrades the apples to seize ; 
He blam'd and protested, but join'd in the plan : 
He shar'd in the plunder, but pitied the man. 



i 



^ 



MORNING DREAM. 



'TwiB in Ihe gLid season of spring. 

Asleep at the d»wn of the (tav, 
I dream'd »-ll»t I cannot but sing. 

So pleunnt it seeio'd as 1 lay. 
1 dream'd, that, on ocean aftaat. 

Far hence to the westward 1 snil'd, 
Wb'de the billows high-hfted the boat, 

And the fresh-blowing breeie novct fa 

In the steer^e a woman I saw. 

Such at lekst was the form that she w< 
Whose beauly impreas'd me uilh nve. 

Ne'er taught me by woman before. 
She sat, and a shield at her side 

Shed light, like a sun on the waves. 
And smiling divinely, she cried — 

"I go to make freemen of slaves." — 

■ Then raising her voice to a strain 

The sweetest that ear ever heard. 
She sung of the slave's broken chain, 

Wherever her glory appeaHd. 
Some clouds, which had over us hung. 

Fled, chas'd by her melody clear. 
And metbought while she liberty sung, 

'Thm bbeity only to hear. 
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Thus swiftly dividing the flood. 

To a slave-cultur'd island we came. 
Where a demon, her enemy, stood — 

Oppression his terrible name. 
In his hand, as the sig^ of his sway, 

A scourgfc hung with lashes he bore. 
And stood looking out for his prey 

From Africa's sorrowful shore. 

But soon as approaching the land, • 

That goddess-like woman he view'd. 
The scourge he let fall from his hand, 

With blood of his subjects imbru'd. 
I saw him both sicken and die. 

And the moment the monster expired. 
Heard shouts, that ascended the sky. 

From thousands with rapture inspir'd. 

Awaking, how could I but muse 

At what such a dream should betide ? 
But soon my ear caught the glad news, 

Which serv'd my weak thought for a g^ide— 
That Britannia, renown'd o*er the waves 

For the hatred she ever has shown 
To the black-sceptred rulers of slaves. 

Resolves to have none of her own. 



r 



THE NIGHTINGALE AND GLOW 
WORM. 



A NisBTiKSU-i, that ill day long 
Had cheer'd tlie vUlag-e with his sonjr. 
Nor jet »t eve his note suspended, 
Nnr jet when eventide was ended. 
Began to feet, 39 well he raigbt. 
The keen demands of appetite ; 
When, looking eagerly around. 
He spied far off, upon the ground, 
A something jthining- in the dark. 
And knew the glow-worm by his apark ; 
So, stooping- down from hawthorn top. 
He thought to put bim in his crop. 
The worm, aware of his intent, 
Hiirangu'd him thus, right eloquent — 
Did you admire my iamp, quoth he, 
Ai much as I your minstrelsy. 
You would abhor to do me wrong, 
Ab much as I to spoil your song i 
For 'twas the selfsame pow'r divine 
Taught you to sing, and me to shine ; 
That you with music, I with light. 
Might beautify and cheer the night. 
llie songster heard his short oration. 
And warbling out his approbation. 
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Beleas'd him, as my story tells, 
And found a supper somewhere else. 

Hence jarring sectaries may learn 
Their real interest to discern ; 
That brother should not war with brother, 
And worry and devour each other ; 
Bat sing and shine by sweet consent. 
Till life's poor transient night is spent. 
Respecting in each other's case 
The gifts of nature and of g^ce. 

Those Christians best deserve the name, 
Who studiously make peace their aim ; 
Peace both the duty and the prize 
Of him that creeps> and him that flies. 



^^^^V ~ "W 


^K 1 


ON A GOLDFINCH 


STARVED TO DEATH W HIS CAGE. 





Time was nhen 1 vm free u «ir. 
The thistle's downy seed my fsre. 

My dnnk the oiornlng dew , 
1 pereh'd »t will Dti ev'ry sftny. 
My form genteel, my plumage gay. 

Uf itnins for ever new. 



But gaudy plumage, sprightly stnun. 
And form genteel, were all in vain. 

And uf a tranaieni date; 
For caught, and cag'd, and starv'd to deatb. 
In dying aighs my little breath 

Soon pasa'd the wiiy grate. 

ni. 

Thanks, gentle swain, for all tny woes. 
And thanks for this effectual close 

And cure of ev'ry ill ! 
More cruelty could none expreMi 
And I, if you had shown me leu. 

Had been your prU'Der atill. 



•m 



THE PINEAPPLE AND THE BEE 



The pineapples, in triple row, 
Were basking hot, and ail in blow ; 
A bee of most discerning taste 
Perceiv'd the fragrance as he pass'd, 
On eager wing the spoiler came, 
And searched for crannies in the frame, 
Urg^d his attempt on ev'ry side. 
To ev'ry pane his trunk applied ; 
But still in vain, the frame was tight) 
And only pervious to the light : 
Thus having wasted half the day, 
Me trimm'd his flight another way. 

Methinks, 1 said, in thee I find 
The sin and madness of mankind. 
To joys forbidden man aspires. 
Consumes his soul with vain desires ; 
Folly the spring of his pursuit. 
And disappointment all the fruit. 
While Gynthio ogles, as she passes. 
The nymph between two cliariot glasses, 
She is the pineapple, and he 
The silly unsuccessful bee. 
The maid, who views with pensive air 
The showglass fraught with glitt'ring ware. 
Sees watches, bracelets, rings, and lockets. 
But sighs at thought of empty pockets ; 

Vol. XXXVI. A a 



like thine, her appetite is keen. 
But ah, tiie cruel gltss belvccn >. 

Our dear deliKli's '"'e oftpn such, 
Eipiib'd to vieut, but not to touch; 
The sight our foohsli heart inflames, 
Wb long for pineapplpa in frames; 
With hopelens wish one looks and Mng^ri 
One breaks the glass, and cuts liis fing;en 
But ihey wboiu truth and wisdom leail. 
Can gittier honey tVom • weeJ. 
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HORACE, Book II. Ode X. 



I. 

BEciiTSy dear fnend» the truths I teach, 
So shalt thou live beyond the reach 

Of adverse Fortune's pow'r ; 
Not always tempt the distant deep. 
Nor always timorously creep 

Along the treach'rous shore. 

II. 

He, that holds fast the golden mean. 
And lives contentedly between 

The little and the great. 
Feels not the wants that pinch the poor, - 
Nor plagues that haunt the rich man's door, 

Imbitt'ring all his state. 

UI. 

The tallest pines feel most the pow'r 
Of wintry blasts ; the loftiest tow'r 

Comes heaviest to the ground ; 
The bolts, that spare the mountain's side, 
His cloud-capt eminence divide. 

And spread the ruin round. 

IV. 

The well inform'd philosopher 
Rejoices with a wholesome fear, 
And hopes, in spite of pain ; 






tlOBt^^ 






E»pccl !• " » -a the s'l^*^' 



S81 



•I Rejection on theforegwng Ode. 



is this all ? Can Reason do no more, 
I bid me shun the deep, and dread the shore I 
It moralist ! afloat on life's rough sea, 
Christian has an art unknown to thee, 
olds no parley with unmanly fears; 
re Duty bids, he confidently steers, 
8 a thousand dangers at her call, 
trusting in his God, surmounts them all. 
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THE LILY AND THE ROSE. 



I. 
TBI nymph TUiut luae her female ftiend. 

If more arimir'd than she — 
But n-here will fierce contention end. 

If flow'ra can disagi^e i 



Within the garden's peaceful acene 
Appear*d two lovely foes. 

Aspiring to the rank of queen. 
The Lily and the Rose. 

m. 

The Itose soon redden'd into rage, 
And, e welling with disdain, 

Appeal'd to many a poet's page 
To prare her ri^t to reign. 

IV. 

The Uly*! height bespoke command, 

A fair imperial flow'r; 
She leem'd deugn'd for Flora's hand, 

ThcKcptre ofberpow'r. 
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V. 
The civil bick'ring and debate 

The goddess chanc'd to hear, 
A>d flew to save, ere yet too late. 

The pride of the parterre ; 

VI. 

Yours is, she said, the nobler hue. 

And yours the statelier mien ; 
And, till a third surpasses you. 

Let each be deem'd a queen. 

vn. 

Thus, sooth'd and reconcil'd, each seeks 

The fairest British fair. 
The seat of empire is her cheeks. 

They reign united there. 



IDEM LATINE EEDDITU 



15 quoties parit xmuta form: 
tjuara raro pulchra pulchr.i placere pn 
Sed lines ultra solitos discordin lendit. 
Com BoreB ipsos bilii et Ira movent. 

n. 

Hortus ubi duiccs pr.rbct tacllosque rcce 
Se t»pit in partes gens aniinosa. diiaa j 

Hie Bibi regules Amaryltia canduln ciillUEi, 
lllic purpureo vindicat are Ito^a. 

m. 

Ira Bosun et metdtis qux^tta siiperbia tai 
Multaque fervcnti vis cohibeniia siiiu, 

Dum ^bi fsutoruni ciet undique uomina 
Jiuque suum, mullo carmine futta, pro 

IV, 
Altior emicftt ilia, et celso vertice nutat, 

Ceu flores inter non liabttur]i parem, 
Fistiditque alios, et nats videtur in usua 

Imperii, sccptruin. Flora quod ipu g«i 
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V. 

Nec Dea non sensit civilis murmura rizae, 
Cui curx est pictas pandere runs opes. 

Deliciasque suas nunquam non prompta tueri, 
Pum licet et locus est, ut tueatur, adest. 

VI. 

Et tibi forma datur procerior omnibus, inquit ; 

Et tibi, principibus qui solet esse, color ; 
Et donee vincat quxdam formosior ambas^ 

Et tibi reginx nomen, et esto tibi. 

vn. 

His ubi sedatus furor est, petit ntraque nympham, 
Qualem inter Veneres Anglia sola parit ; 

Hanc penes imperium est, nihil optant amplius, hujua 
Begnant in nitidis^^ et sine lite, genia. 




'. FIELD. i 



ToK poplua are feWd, farewell to the sb&de, 
And the whiapeiiD^ sound of the cool colonnadi 
The winds play no longer and sing in the lexvei 

Nor Ouae on his bosom llieir image receives. 

Twelve yeira have elapg'd, unce 1 last look a vi 
Of my favourite fieldjiiid the bank where they gn 
And now in the grKss behold they are laid, 
And the tree is my seal, that once lent me a iihai 

The bkckbird has fied U> another retreal, 
Where the hazels alford him a screen from the he 
Andthescene,wherehisnielodjch>rm'dmebefb 
Resounds with bis sweet-flowing ditty no more. 

My fugitive years are all haating away. 
And I must ere long lie as lowly as they. 
With a turf on my breast, and a stone at my beai 
Ere another such grove shall arise in its stead. 
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Tia a nght to engage me, if any thing can, 
To muse on the perishing pleasures of man ; 
Though his life be a dream, his enjoyments, I see. 
Have a being less durable even than he.* 

* Mr. Cowper afterward altered this last stanza in the fbUoW 
iqg manner :— > 

The change both my heart and ray fancy employs, 
I reflect on the frailty of man and his joys ; 
Short-liT*d as we are, yet onr pleasures, we see, 
Hare a atiU shorter c^te, ai^ die s9oner than we. 



IDEM I.ATINE REDDITUM. 




Poppies i 


lecidil gralis! 


lima copia silvs, 


Conticuer. 




nisque ev.ni.it umhr.. 


NuUz jnrr 


1 levlbua se r 


aiaceot fruudibuB aunc 


Et nulk ii 


1 fiuvio nimo 


mm UiiUl iai«gt.. 



I ^ei mibi ! bU seao» dura luctu torqucor anaM 
y nU CDgor Silvia mietoque carere rccewu. 
Cum Ber6 rediena, strataxjue in graminc cerni 
IiMCtli iirburibuK, sub guels errure Hnlcbuin. 

Ah ubi nunc merulx cintus ! Felicior ilium 
SilvR teffit, dune nondum permlssa blpenni ; 
Scilicet exustoa culies camposque pateiiCei 
Odit, ct indignaiiB et non rediturua abivit. 

Sed qui succisas doleo succidar et ipse, 
Et prius hulc parilis quam creverit akera silva 
Piebor, et, exequijs parvis donalus, hubebo 
Defiium iapidem tumullque cubanlis acervum 

Tam Bubitd periisae v'ldena tatn digna muierc, 
Agnoaco humanaa sortea cl trislia fftta — 
Sit licit ipse brevia, volueriqiie aimillimua uml 
Eat homini breviur citiuaque obitura voluplas. 



S8» 



VOTUM. 



rm rores, aurxque salubres, 
•»9 et hetae rivis felicibus herbae, 
I eolles, et amxnxin valKbus umbne ! 
d6 dederint quas oBm in rtire paterno 
, prooul arte, procul forroi^ne noid, 
Uem ignotus,qaodinens mea semper ayebat, 
SIB proprium placidam expectare senectaiD, 
milin, ezactis non infeliciter annis, 
Kcitum lapidem, aut sub cespite condi ! 
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Sub BCpe esiguum est, nee raro in raarp"* fipii 

Reptile, quod lucet nocte, dieque Intel. 
Vernibhibetspeclein, sedhibet de lumine nomeni 

At priscS it ftmSi nan liquet, unde micet. 
Flerique i) caiidil credunt procedere lumen ; 

Nee dcsunt, credunt qui rutilare caput. 
Nun Buperas atcllaa quK nox accendit, et ilU 

Parcsm eulem lucem dat, inDduloque pweni. 
Fonitan hoc prudens voluit Naturo civeri, 

Ne pede quia duro reptile contcrerel. 
Exiguam, in tenebris ne greasum ofTendaret uUuii 

Prxtendi voluit forsitan ilia facem. 
Sive U9um bunc Natura ptren), aeu maluit iUum, 

Haud fnistra accensa est lux, radiique dati. 
Ponite vos fastua, humilea nee (pemite, nwf^ i 

QuADdo habet et minimum reptile, quod niteit 
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I. THE GLOW-WORM. 

TRAirSLATIOir OV THE FOBsaoiiTe. 

I. 

BsviATH the hedge, or near the stream^ 

A worm is known to stray ; 
That shows by night a lucid beam, 

lYhich disappears by day. 

n. 

Disputes have been, and still preyail, 
From whence his rays proceed ; 

Some g^ye that honour to his tail. 
And others to his head. 

m. 

But this is sure — ^the hand of might, 

That kindles up the skies. 
Gives him a modicum of light 

Proportioned to his size. 

IV. 

Perhaps indulgent Nature meant, 

By such a lamp bestow'd, 
To bid the trav'ller, as he went, 

Be careful where he trod : 




Nor crush a worm, whose useful light 
Might serve, however snull. 

To show a stumbling stone by night. 
And save him fitini a fall. 



Wbate'er sbe meant, this truth divi 

b le^ble and plain, 
Til pow'r ■Imiglit)' bids Iiini shine 

Nor bids him shine in laln. 



Ve proud and vealthj, let this theme 
Teach humbler Ihonghta lo you. 

Since siicb a reptile has il9 gfcm. 
And bouti it! ipleodour tuu. 



hi•^^ 



393 



CORNICULA. 

BT VIirCSHT BOUBirX. 



s inter aves avis est, quae pluiima turres, 
iquas aedes, celsaque Fana colit. 
Q sublime est, quod non audace volatu, 
lis spemens inferiora, petit. - 
emo ascendat, cui non vertigo cerebrum 
ripiat, cert^ hunc seligit ilia locum, 
z k terr4 tu suspicis absque tremore, 
roet&s expers incolumisque sedet. 
a delubri supra fastigia, ventus 
. coeli spiret de regione, docet ; 
sa prx reliquis mavult, secura pericli, 
curat, nedum cogitat, unde cadat. 
de humanas, sed summa per otia, spectat, 
lihil ad scse, quas videt, esse videt. 
rsus spectat, plate^que negotia in omni, 
nia pro nugis at sapienter habet. 
res, quas infra audit, si forsitan audit, 
rebus nihili negligit, et crocitat. 
)i invideat, fclix Comicula, pennas, 
sic humanis rebus abesse velit. 
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H II. THE JACKDAW. 


^H T«ilra[JT10!I O? TUB FOBKOOIse, 


■ —^ 


^V TBt&e 19 R bird, wbo by his coat. 


H Aod by the hoiu-BeneBB of hi» note, 


H Might be suppos'd a crow i 


H A great frequenter of the diurcb, t 


■ Where bishoplite he finds a perch. 


^ And dormitory too. 



Above the Bteeple stunes a plate. 
That tuniB and tunu, to indicate 

From That point blows the weather. 
I.ook up — your brains begin to Bwim, 
Tis in the doudi — that pleases hint. 

He clioosea it the rather. 

ID. 

Fond of the speculative height. 
Thither be wings his airy flight,' 

And thence securely sees 
The bustle and the rweesbow 
That occupy tnankind belotr. 

Secure and at hit case. 
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rv. 

You think, no doubt, he sits and muses 
On future broken bones and bruises, 

If he should chance to fall. 
No ; not a single thought like that 
Employs his philosophic pate. 

Or troubles it at aU. 

V. 

He sees, that this great roundabout. 
The World, with all its motley rout. 

Church, army, physic, law. 
Its customs, and its businesses, 
Is no concern at all of his. 

And says — what says he ? — Caw. 

VI. 

Thrice happy bird ! I too have seen 
Much of the vanities of men ; 

And sick of having seen 'em. 
Would cheerfully these limbs resign 
For such a pair of wings as thine. 

And such a head between 'em. 



I THJCBNT BDI.'HKE. 



AiYutulus cboiaulei, 
Bt hcwpea es canonis, 
Quacunque commorerit, 
Fclichatis omen ; 
Jucundiore cantu 
Siquando me salute a, 
Et ipse te rependam, 
Et ipse, qua valebo, 
Remuncrabo musa. 

11. 
UicCris innocensque 
Et gratuB inquilinus ) 
Nee victitans rapinis, 
Ut so rices roraces, 

Furumque delicatum 
VulgUB donieaiiconim -, 



in. 

Beatior Cicada, 
Quae te referre forma, 
Qua voce te videtur; 
£t saltitans per herbas, 
Unius, baud secundx, 
^statis est cborista : 
Tu carmen integ^atum 
Reponis ad Decembrem 
Laetus per universum 
Incontinenter anhum. 

IV. 

Te nulla lux reliiiquit, 
Te nulla noz revisit, 
Non musicse vacanteoi, 
Gurisve non aolutum j 
Quin amplies canendd* 
Quin amplies fruendo, 
^tatulam, vel omni, 
Quam nos homunciones 
Absumimus querendo^ 
jEtate longiorem. 



III. THE CRICKET. 



I. 

Ltttli iiunate, full of mirth, 
Chirping' on my kjlclien heartb, 
Wlieresoe'er be thine abiide. 
Always harbinger of good. 
Pay me fiir [hy warm retreit 
W'tlh a song' more aof\ and sweet i 
In return thou shall receive 
Such a Btrain na 1 can give. 

Thus ttiy praise shall be express'd, 
Inoflfinsire, welcome ifuest ! 
While the rat ia on the scout. 
And the mouse with cunoua snout 
■With whiit vermin else infest 
Every dish and spoil the best ; 
Frisking^ thus before Ibe fire, 
Thou bait all thine heaK's desire. 

Ul. 
Though in voice and shape they be 
Form'd ss if akin to thee, 
Thou surpasscst, happier far, 
Happiest grasshoppers that we ; 
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Thein if but a lummer'f iong» 
Thine endures the winter long, 
Unimpaired, and thrill, and clear* 
Melody throughout the yea|, 

IV. 

Neither night, nor dawn of day, 
Putt a period to thy play : 
Sing then — and extend thy apan 
Far beyond the date of man. 
Wrrtched man, whote yean are apent 
In repining diicontent, 
Liven not, aged though he be. 
Half a span, compared with thee. 





P 




SIMILE AGIT IN SIMILE. 







Chist, 


■Tcs, pictiaque ad Thaidi Piiltaeus alii 


MiM 


1U9 ab Eoo inuim» amante Tenil. 


Ancili; 




^_ Arebididuckliz ilut sibi Thius opus. 


^L Psittace, ait I'hus, finritque sonuitia idoUc 


W B^i 


a, qui domlis molle refingit avis. 



Jam caput, jam diinidiat tyrunculus ; e< 

Integrat auditol articulatque sonos. 
Fslttace mi pulcber pulchelle, hera dicit alul 

Psittace mi pulcher, reddit alumnus herx. 
Jamquc canit, ridel, decieaque igrotat in ho 

Bt vocal ancillas nomine quamque suo. 
Multaque scurratur mendax, e( multa jocatur 

Et lepido pupulum detinet augurio. 
Nunc tremutum illudet fratrem, qui suspicit, e 

Camalis, qulsquis te docel, inquil, homo ei 
ArgtAx nunc stridet anus arg'utulus instar ; 

Respicit, et nebulo es, qulsquis es, inquit a 
Quando fuit metior tyro, metiorve magistra ! 

Quando duo in^niis tarn coitre pares! 
Ardua discenti nulla est, res nulla docenti 

Ardua ; cum doceat fimina, discat aris. 
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IV. THE PARROT. 

TRAKSLATIOir OF THE rOREOOIlfe. 



I. 

^>i^ painted plumes superbly dressM, 
A. native of the gx>rgeou8 east. 

By many a billow toss'd ; 
^oU gains at length the British shore, 
^art of the Captain'^ precious store, 

A present to his toast. 

II. 

Belinda's maids are soon preferred, 
l^o teach him now and then a word, 

As Poll can master it ; 
But 'tis her own important charge, 
To qualify him more at large. 

And make him quite a wit. 

m. 

^Weet Poll ! his doating mistress cries, 
^Weet Poll ! the mimic bird replies ; 

And calls aloud for sack. 
^he next instructs him in the kiss ; 
1^48 now a little one, like Miss, 
And now a hearty smack. 
Voi. XXXVI. C c 



!V. 
At first he limt at what he hears. 
And, liit'ning close with both his ear: 

Just catohes at the sound ; 
But soon nrticulales aloud, 
Much lo the' anrnsenient of the crow 

And stuns the neighbours' round. 



His hum'rous talent neit employs. 

He scolds and give* the lie. 
And now he sings, and now is sick. 
Here Sally, Susan, come come quicic. 
Poor Poll is like to die ! 




VI. 


Belinda and I.er bird ( lis iwe, 

The langu^ga and the tonCr 
Bach character in ev'iy part 
Sustain'd with so much grace and art, 

And both in unisom 



vir. 

When eUldren first befpn to spell. 



And itamaier out a syllable. 

We think them tedious creatures ; 

But diStculties soon abate. 

When birds arc to be taught to prat«^ 
And women are the teachers. 



303 



T^^ANSLATION OF PRIOR'S CHLOt 
AND EUPHELIA. 



I 

"^^icAToa^ Tigilet oculot at ^ere poitit, 
^ Nomine sub ficto tnuis mtre mittit opei ; 
^^n^ lonat liquidumque meit Euphelift chordis^ 
Sed solam ezoptant te» mea toU» ChlQe. 

n. 

^^ speculum ornabat nitidos Euphelia crines^ 
Cum dixit mea lux, heus, cane, sume lyram. 

^amque lyram juxt^ positam cum carmine vidit, 
Suave quidera carmen dulcisonamque lyram. 

m. 

'^ila iyrx vocemque paro, suspiria surgunt, 
£t miscent numeris murmura mxsta meis, 

^umque tuac memoro laudes, Euphelia, formar, 
Tota anima intere^ peodet ab ore Chl5es. 

IV. 

^ Vibrubet ilia pudore, et contrabit altera frontem^ 
Me torquet mea mens conscia, psallo, tremo ; 
tque Cupidine& dixit Dea cincta corona, 
Hen ! faJlendi artera quam didicere parum. 



HISTORY OF JOHN niLPI& 

StiBJiif Ant Af wemJknlKr itan Ac uunidRl, end M 



or famouEi London town. 

John Gilpin's spouse said to her dear. 
Though wedded we have been 

These twice ten tedious years, yet we 
No holiday have seen. 

To-morrow is our wedding day. 

And we will then repair 
Unto the BeU at Edmonton 

Alt in a chaise and pair. 

My sister, and my sister's child. 

Myself, and children three. 
Will fill the chaise ; so you must ride 
On honebaclc after we. 
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Be soon replied, I do admire 

Of womankind but one» 
And you are she, my detfeat dear. 

Therefore it shaQ be done. 

I am a linendraper bold. 

As all the vrorld doth knov. 
And my §;ood fHend the calender 

Will lend his hone to go, 

%tii»th Mrs. Gilpii^ Tbafa wdl and; 

And for that wine is dear. 
We will be fomiah'd with our own^ 

Which is both bright aad clear. 

John Gilpin kisa'd hia loTing^ wife; 

0*erjoy'd was he to find. 
That, though on pleaanre ahe was bent, 

She had a frugal mind. 

The morning came, the chiuae was brought. 

But yet was not allowed 
To drive up to the door, lest all 

Should say that she was proud. 

So three doors off the chaise was stayM, 

Where they did all get in ; 
Six precious souls, and all agog 

To dash through thick and thin. 

Smack went the whip, round went the wheeTi^ 

Were neiFcr folks so glad, 
The stones did rattle undemeatby 

M if Cheapside were mad. 

Cc2 



John Gilpin at his hone's side 
Seiz'd dsl tlie Sowing mane. 

And up he got, in haate to ride. 
But soon caiDe down again i 

For saddletree scarce rekch'il had Ii< 
His Journey to begin. 



So down he came; for luu of time, 
Altlioug'h it griev'd him sore; 

Yet loss of pence, full well he knew. 
Would trouble bira much more. 



'Twaa long before the i 

Were suited to llicir mind, 

Vfhea Betty screaming came ilovn it 
" The wine is left behind !" 

Good Uck 1 quoth be — yet bring it m 
My leathern belt likewise. 

In which I bear my trusty swonl. 
When 1 do exercise. 

Now mistrea* Gilpin (careful soul !) 

Had two stone bottles found, 
To bold the liquor that she lov'd, 

And keep it safe and sound- 
Each bottle had a curling ear. 

Through which the bell he drev. 
And hung a bottle on each side. 

To make hii bailee me. 
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Then over all, that be mig^t be 

Equipped from top to toe. 
His long red cloak, well bniabM and neat. 

He manfully did throw. 

Now see him mounted once again 

Upon his nimble steed. 
Full slowly pacing o'er the atones. 

With caution and good heed. 

But finding soon a smoother road 

Beneath his well-ahod feet, • 
The snorting beast began to trot. 

Which gall'd him in his seat. 

So, Fair and softly, John he cried. 

But John he cried in vain ; 
That trot became a gallop soon. 

In spite of curb and rein. 

So stooping down» as needs he must. 

Who cannot sit upright, 
He gfrasp'd the mane with both his hands. 

And eke with all his might 

His horse, who never in that sort 

Had handled been before. 
What thing upon his back bad got 

Did wonder more and more. 

Away went Gilpin, neck or nought ; 

Away went hat and wig ; 
He little dreamt, when he set out, 

Of running Mich a rig. 
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The wind did blow, the cloak did fly. 
Like streamer long and gay. 

Till, loop and button ftiliQg both. 
At last it flew away. 



Then might all people well 

The bottles he had ahing ; 
A bottle swinging at eadi side,' 

As hath been said or sung. 

The dogs ^d bark, the childiea icreamV 

Up flew th« windows all » 
And ev'ry aonl died out, WeU done ! 

As loud as he oould bawl. 

Away went Gilpin— iiWho but he ! 

His fame soon spread around. 
He carries weight ! he rides a race ! 

'Tis for a thousand pound ! 

And still, as fast as he drew near, 

'Twas wonderful to view. 
How in a trice the turnpike men 

Their gates wide open threw. 

And now, as he went bowing down 

His reeking head full low. 
The bottles twain behind his back 

Were shatter'd at a blow. 

Down ran the wine into the road. 

Most piteous to be seen, 
Which made his horse's flanks to smoke 

As they had basted been. 
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But itlll lie (leemM to onrry wtlght, 

With IcRthcrn girdlo bmcM i 
For Mil rtiifclit aan iha bottl<k.neoki 

Still dangrmg at hii WAiit. 

Thuf all throiififh merry filingt^ 

Theic gamboli he dkl play, 
Until he came unto the Waih 

Of Edmonton ao gay \ 

And theM he threw tlie waah about 

On both aides of the way, 
•Fuit like unto a trundling mop, 

Or a wild g^oae at play. 

At Rdmonton hit loving wife 

From the balcony spied 
fler tender husband, wond'ring rouoh * 

To see how he did ride. 

Stop, atop, John Gilpin I— Here'a the house-*" 

They all at once did ory i 
The dinner waits, and ire are tir'd i 

Said Gilpin— Ho am It 

But yet his horse was not a whit 

InelinM to tarry there ; 
For why ^— his owner had a house 

Full ten miles off, at Ware. 

Ho like an arrow ewifl lie flow, 

Shot by an arcluM* nivoiik i 
^0 did bo fly— which briiiga ma to 

The middle of my «ong. 
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TUe calender, amaz'd to see 
Hia neighbour in such trim, 

Luid duwii his pipe, flew to the gate, 
Atiil ihua accosted liim -. 

What news I what news > your tidingm 
Tell me you must and shall— 

Say why barehe»ded you are conae. 
Or why you come at all ? 

Now Gijpin bad ■ pleasant wit. 

And lov'd ft timely joke ! 
And thuj unto the calender 

In merry ptise he qrake: 

I cuBc because yottf hone would canae 

And, if I well forebode. 
Uy hat and wi|; will looo be here. 

They are upon the road. 

The calender, rig^t gted to find 

His friend in meny pin, 
Heturn'd bin not a single wok^ 

But to the house went in i 

Whence atraiglit he <*mt with hat and 1 

A wig that flow'd behind, 
A hat not much the wone for wear. 

Each comely io iti kind. 



He held them up, and m hi^ tanv 

Thus show'd his ready wit. 
My head is twice as big as yours. 

They therefore needs must fit. 

But let me scrrape tke dift away, ^ 
That hangs upon your face ; 

And stop and eat, f«r well you may 
Be in a hungry case. 

Siud John it is my wedding-di^. 
And all the world would stare. 

If wife should dine at Edmonton, 
And 1 should dine at Ware. 

So, turning to his horse, he said, 

I am in haste to dine ^ 
'Twas for your pleasure you came berej^ 

You shall go back for miner 

Ah luckless speech and bootless boast ^ 
For which he paid full dear ; 

For, while* he sf^ake, a braying ass 
Did sing most loud and clear ; 

Whereat his horse did snorty as he 

Had heard a lion roar. 
And gallop'd off with all his might. 

As he had d^e before. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went Gilpin's hat and wig : 
He lost them sooner than at first. 

For why ? — they were too big- 
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Now iiii«tfef(^^|IMi#«e«^^^^ ,.4.^ 

Her Imdbfiad poflpKjf^ ^ ,.^ ,^ilf 

» . 

And fhwmto,^:smiilkf^y^ m : ?ij 
That drove l3i<^,i^|l|e pdlp , ^4 i^i^ 

Thw fthiOl beji^jw^ ^ujoa^rn^^if^^, 

My husband safe and w^. .., ^. ^.. „ «.; .^ 

The ypath m^^^^M^P^M ^Nf*^ i 
Jokncoimng^i^,i^mi^^. . fiiUU^ 

Whom in a tn^yNlilPr^^ il^ri? 
»ycati^njrayii||jtt!9i 






Batn9tpeH<^i9B^.w|#!^|f^^ , 
And gladly would Ivnre done, 

llie frighted itteed he frighted more. 
And made him faster run. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went postboy at his heels. 
The postboy's horse right glad to miss 

The lumb'ring of the wheels. 

Six gentlemen upon the road. 

Thus seeing Gilpin fly. 
With postboy scamp'ring in the rear. 

They nusM the hue and cry : — 

Stop thief ! stop thief I — a highwayman '. 

Not one of them was mute ; 
And all and each that pass'd that way 

Did join in the pursuit. 
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And now the turnpike j^tes again 
Flew open in short space ; 

The toll-men thinking as before, 
That Gilpin rode a race. 

And so he did, and won it too. 

For he got first to town ; 
Nor stopp'd till where he had got up 

He did again get down. 

Now let us sing, long live the king, 

And Gilpin long live he ; 
And, when he next doth ride abroad. 

May I be there to see ! 



V^t. XXXVI. (1 





AN EPISTLE 




. TC 


H »S AVFLIPTE 


„P«OTE.TAXTLAnV...R,K... 


^B MiDAM 


. 


H A rrni^niB'B purpose in' tliese lays | 


H ]9 to congratuli 


itE, uid not to praise. ■ 




saiurc tbe Creator's due V 


^P Vererinin iDe,andBnolFcncetoyiiu. fl 


^^ Prom man to n 


lan, or ev'n 1o womsn paid. ^ 


Pmiaeistheni 


cdiiimofahnavisli trade. 



A coin by Craft for Folly's use deaigrt'd. 
Spurious, ind only current with the bUnd. 

The path of somnr, and tbftt path alone. 
Leads to the land where sorrow is unknown ; 
No trar'ller ever reach'd that blest abode. 
Who found not tltorns and briers in ^ road. 
The World may dance along' the flow'ry plain, 
Cheer'd as they ^o by nuiny k aprightly strain. 
Where Nature has her mossy veKet spread. 
With unshod feet they ye( securely tread, 
Admonish'd, worn the caution and the friend, 
Aent all on pleasure, heedless of its end. 
Bat he, who knew what human bearti would prorr- 
How sViw to leam the dictates of his love. 
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'bat, hard by nature and of stubborn will, 

L life of ease would make them harder still, 

n pity to the souls his grace desig^'d 

.^o rescue from the ruins of mankind, 

^all'd for a cloud to darken all their years, 

ksd said, '<Go, spend thetn in the vale of tea9«^' 

i balmy g^Ies of soul-reviviag' air ! 

I salutary streams, that miinpur there ! 

lieae flowing from the fount of grace above, 

liose breath'd from lips of everlasting love. 

lie flinty soil indeed their feet annoys ; 

Ihill blasts of trouble nip their qmng^g joys t 

in envious World will interpose its frown^ . 

'o mar delights superior to its own ; 

kDd many a pang, experienc'd still within« 

leminds them of their hated inmate, Sin: 

lut ills of ev'ry «hape and ev'ry name, 

^ransform'd to blessings, miss their cruel aim ; 

ind ev'ry moment's calm, that soothes the breast^ 

I giv'n in earnest of eternal rest. 

Ah, be not sad, although thy lot be cast 
'ar from the flock, and in a boundless waste ! 
To shepherd's tents within thy view appear, 
lut the chief Shepherd even there is near ; 
'hy tender sorrows and thy plaintive strain 
low in a foreign land, but not in vain ; 
*hy tears all issue from a source divine, 
ind ev'ry drop bespeaks a Saviour thine— * 
o once in Gideon's fleece the dews were found, 
iTid drought on all the drooping herbs around. 



THE REV. W. CAWTHOBNE O 
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Umriit, 1 should but ill repty 

The kinilnesB of » friend. 
Whose worth degerves afl wirni ■ Uy, 

Ab «i-er Friendship prnn'd. 
Thy nime omitted in i po^, 
That would reclaim > vicious igt. 

U. 
A union fomi'd, u mine with thee, 

Not nubly, or in sport, 
H*y be as fervent in degree. 

And faithful in iu sort. 
And mty as rich io comfort prove, 
As thM of true falernal love. 

in. 

The bud inserted in tlw rind. 
The bud of peach or rose. 

Adorns, thougb diif 'ling in its kind, 
The stock whereon it grows. 

With flow'r aa sweet, or fruit *s &ir. 

As if produc'd by Jlature there. 
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IV. 

Not rich, I render what I may, 

I seize thy name in haste. 
And place it m this first essay, 

Lest this should prove the last, 
'Tis where it should be — in a plan. 
That holds in view th^ good of man. 

V. 

The poet's lyre, to fix his fame. 

Should be the poet's heart ; 
Affection lights a brighter flame 

T^han ever blaz'd by art. 
No muses on these lines attend, 
I link the poet in the friend. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The history of the following production is briefly 
this: — A lady, fond of blank verse, demanded a 
poem of that kind from the author, and g^ve him 
the Sofa for a subject. He obeyed ; and, having 
much leisure, connected another subject with it ; 
and pursuing the train of thought, to which his 
atuation and turn of mind led him, brought forth at 
length, instead of the trifle which he at first intend- 
ed, a serious aflfair — a Volume. 

In the Poem on the subject of Education, he 
would be very sorry to stand' suspected of having 
umed his censure at any particular school. His 
objections are such as naturally apply themselves 
to schools in general. If there were not, as for the 
most part there is, wilful neglect in those who 
manage them, and an omission even of such disci- 
pline as they are susceptible of, the objects are yet 
too numerous for minute attention ; and the aching 
hearts of ten thousand parents, mourning under the 
bitterest of all disappointments, attest the truth of 
the allegation. His quarrel therefore is with the 
mischief at large, and not with any particular in- 
stance of it. 
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THE SOFA. 

\ the iiOFA. \i who lately sang 
I) Hope, and Charity,* and touch'd with awe 
lolemn chords, and with a trembling handi 
»'d with pain from that advent'rous flight, 
seek repose upon an humbler theme ; 
heme though humble, yet august and proud 
oecasion-^for the Fair commands the song. 

le was, when clothing sumptuous or for use, 
their own painted skins, our sires had none, 
t black breeches were not ; satin smooth, 
Ivet soft, or plush with shaggy pile : 
ardy chief upon the rugged rock 
'd by the sea, or on the gi'av'Ily bank 
vn up by wintry ton*ents roaring loud, 
jss of wrong, repos'd his weary strength* 
barb'rous ages past, succeeded next 
irth-day of Invention ; weak at first, 
n design, and clumsy to perform, 
stools were then created ; on three legs 
•ne they stood. Three legs upholding firm 
«y slab, in fashion square or rounds 

• See Poems, vol. h 
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f oyahiort niiffht be call'd what harder leem'd 
'han tho flrtii oak. of which the frame wat formM. 

want of ttmhrr then wan frit or fearM 

1 Albion'a happy iilr. Tho himher itnod 
ond'rouH and flxM hy it 'a own ina«ay weiifht. 
ut clbowa atill wero wantinifi theaci aomr nay 
n alderman of C:ripplcgatc contrivMt 

nd aome aaoribc the* invention to a prioNt, 
urly, and bi|C, and atudioiia of hia raac. 
ut rude at flrat, and not with raay Mhipo 
co«dtng widir. they prcaa'd againat the ribii. 
nd bruia'd the «idc i and* elevated hi|ch, 
atijfht the raia'd Hh(»uMera to invade the earn 
ong time eUpi'd or o'er our ruKipcd aim* 
otnplain'di thoii)(h inoonmiodioiiHly pent in. 
nd m at eaae behind. The ladica Hmi 
tan murmur* aa became the aoHcr «ex. 
igonioua fancy, never better plvaiiM, 
lian when employM to' urroinmodatc thi* fan . 
[99Ti\ tbe awer t moan with pity, und devinM 
lie aoft aettce i one elbow ut each end. 
tnd In the midat an elbow it rrceiv'd, 
'nlted yet divided, twain at oner, 
o alt two kinga of lirentlord on one thront- 
knd ao two oiliaenN, who take the air, 
iloie paek'd, and «miling, in a chaiio and (iiir 
lut relaiation of the languid frame, 
ly aofl recumbency of outatretch'd limbM, 
Km bliia reaerv'd for happier dayi. Ho nIoh 
*he growth of what In excellent \ ao hard 
V attain perfection in tliia nether world. 
Iiua ftrat neceasity invented Mtoolii, 
tonvenience next auggeated elbow -chaini. 
ind iMxury the' accompliahM Nur4 laHt. 
Vet. XXXVI. K 



T lie nunc sleeps sweetly, hir'd toimlchfhericki 
) Whom ■naring she dUtorbs. As sweetly lie, 
> Wba quits the ccach-box st the midnitcbt hour. 
To sleep within the cairiuge more secure, 
His legs depending at the open door. 
Bweet sleep enjoys the curate in his desk, 
The tedious rector drawling o'er hia head ; 

tAnd sweet the clerk below. But neither sleep 
Of Isjiy nurse, who snores the nek nun dexii 
Nor his, who quits (he boi at midniglit hour. 
To slumber in the carriage more secure ; 
Nor sleep enjoj'd by curate in his desk; 
Nor yet the donings of the clerk, are sweet, 
Coni[>3r>d with the repose the son yield*. 
O may I live exempted (white 1 live ^^m 

Guiltless of panipcr'd appetite obscene) ^^^B 
From pang3 arlhlitic, thnt infest the toe ^^H 
Of libertine Eicess. The bop* suit.i ^^ 

The gouty linib, 'tis true i but gouty limb. 
Though on a son, may I never feel : 
For I have lov'd the rural walk through ianei 
Of grassy swarth, close eropp'd by nibbling shei 
And skirted thick with interteiture firm 
Of thorny boughs ; have lov'd the rural walk 
O'er bills, through valleys, and by rivers' brink 
E'er since a truant boy I pasa'd my bounds. 
To* enjoy a ramble on.the banks of Thames -. 
And stilt remember, nor williout refp'ct 
Of hours, that aorrow since has much endeaV 
How oft, my sfice of pocket store consum'd. 
Still hung'ring, pennjless, and far from hom 
I fed on scarlet hips and stony haws. 
Or blushing crabs, or berries, that emb*"' 
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ramblCi black m Jet, or tloct auttert . 

kro ! but mob m boyiib appotUo 

n« not I nor tbe palate, timlepravM 

I nary art*, un«av 'ry deema. 

'A tlien awaited my return i 

•FA tlien f needed. Youth repairs 

tated npirita quickly, by lonff toil 

U)ff abort fntiffue i and, though our yeari, 

declinea, Npeo<l rapidly away, 
ot a year but ptlfera aa he goea 
frouthAil grace, that age would gladly keep i 
h or auburn ktdkt ami by degreea 
length and colour fVom the looka they apare t 
laatio apring of an unwearied foot, 
lounta the utile with eaae, or leapa the fence» 
lay of lunga, inhaling and again 
ing fVeely the fVeah air, that makea 
>aee or ateep aacent no toil to me, 
lave not pilfcr'd yet ; nor yet impaired 
iaii of Aiir proapc*ct » aconea that aoothM 
rmM me young, no longer young, f And 
othing, and of pow'r to charm me atill. 
ItneM, dear companion of my walks* 

arm tliia twentieth winter 1 perceive 
ekM In mine, with pleasure auch aa love, 
nM by long experience of thy li^orth 
oil-tried firtuea, could alone inapire— 
« a Joy that thou haat doubled long, 
inow'at my praiae of nature moat ainoerc, 
at my raptures are not conjur'd up 
irc occasions of poetic pomp, 
nuine, and art partner of them all. 
't upon yoQ eminence our pace 
cicenM to a pause, and we have bornti 
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^V The ruftling wind, scathe couscluiis tliat it bl«w, 

^M Wbilc Atlmintion, feeding at tlie eye, 

^k And alill unaatcd, dwelt upon the scene. 

^B Thence witli what pleasure hxve we just dlBccm'il 

^H The distant plough slow moving, and braide 

^B Bii Ist/rinif team, that swen'd not from the triKk, 

^M The sturdy swun dimiaish'd to a boy I 

^B Here Ouse, slow winding through a level plain 

^M or spucious meads with oattlu ^rinkled o'er, 

^H Conducts the eye along his nnuous course 

H Delighted. There, iast rooted in their bank, 

^M stand, never oterlook'd, out-^v'rite elms, 

^B That screen the herdsmnn's solitary hut i 

^K While far beyond, and overthwart tlic stream, 

^B That, Bs with molten glass, inlays the vale, 

^H The sloping land recedes into the cloudsi 

^^ Displaying on its varied side tlie ((race 

Of hedge-row beauties numbcrlees sijimre tow'r, 
Tall spire, from which the sound of cheerful belh 
Just undulates upon the list'ning ear. 
Groves, heaths, and smoking villages, remote. 
Scenes must be beautiful, which daily view'd 
Please doily, and whose novelty survives 
Long knowledge and the scrutiny of jcani. 
Praise justly due to those that 1 describe. 

Nor rural sights alone, but rural sounds, 
Eihilarate the spirit, and restore 
The tone of languid Nature. Mighty winds. 
That sweep the skirt of some fiir-ap reading wood 
Of ancient growth, make music not unlike 
The dash of Ocean on his winding shore, j 

And lull the spirit while they hll the mind ; 
' I Unnumbw'd branclies wiving in the bUat, 
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all their leayes fast flutt'ring, all at once, 
less composure wuts apon the roar 
istant floods, or on the softer yoice 
eighb'ring foantun, or of rills that slip 
>ugh the cleft rock, and, chiming as they fall 
Q loose pebbles, lose themselres at length 
atted g^rass, that with a livelier g^en 
ays the secret of their silent course, 
re inanimate emplo3r8 sweet sounds, 
lyimatted nature sweeter still, 
DOth and satisfy the human ear: 
thousand warblers cheer the day, and one 
livelong night : nor these alone, whose notes 
-finger'd Art must emulate in vain, 
uiwing rooks, and kites that swim sublime 
ill repeated circles, screaming loud, 
jay, the pie, and ey'n the boding owl, 
hails the-rising moon, hare charms for me, 
ids inharmonious in themselyes and harsh, 
leard in scenes where peace for ever reigns, 
only there, please highly for their sake. 

e to the artist, whose ingenious thought 
B'd the weatherhouse, that useful toy ! 
less of humid air and gathering rains, 
1 steps the man — an emblem of myself! 
; delicate his tim'rous mate retires, 
n Winter soaks the fields, and female feet, 
weak to struggle with tenacious clay, 
ird the rivulets, are best at home, 
task of new discov'ries falls on me. 
ich a season, and. with such a charge, 
went 1 forth ; an^ found, till then unknown^ 
tt»ge> whither oft we since repair : 

£ « 2 
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'Tis perch'd upon the green hil! top, but ck»c 
Environ'd witli & ring of bruichiag elnu. 
That orerhing the thatch, itself unseen 
Peeps at tbe vale below ; so thick beset 
With tbliaife of aucb dark rcduodant f^wtb, 
I oaJl'd the low-roof *d lodge the peajon/"* iita. 
And, hidden as it is, and <ir remote 
From aucb unpleasing soanda, u baunt the en 
In village or in town, the bay of cura 
Incessant, clinking hammen, grinding wbeel^ 
And infants clam'roua whether pleas'd or pain'ii, 
Oft have I wisb'd the peaceful covert inin«. 
Here, 1 have said, at least 1 ihould poaieu 
The poet'i treasure, silence, and indulge 
The dreaniB of fancy, tranquil and secure. 
Vun thought ? the dweller in that 9tili retreat 
Dearly obtains the refuge It atTords. 
Ita elevated ute forbids the wretch. 
To drink tweet waters of the ciyitid well) 
He dipa hia bowl into the weedy ditcb, 
And, heavy Uden, bringa hti beT*rag« Ikhmi 
Far fetch'd and little worth i nur seldom waiti. 
Dependant on the baker's punctual call, 
To hear his creaking panoien at the door. 
Angry, and aad, and his laat cruat consuni'd. 
So farewell envy of tbe^eafimt't ne>( .' 
If solitude make scant the means of lifc^ 
Society for me ! — thou Keming avcet. 
Be still ■ pleaniig object in my view ; 
My visit rtill, but never nuDe abode. 

Not distant far, a lei^h of colonnade 
Invites ns. Honument of ancient taat^ 
Now Kom'd, but worthy of « better Ate. 
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>ur fkthf r» knew the value of e loreen 
^m aullry auni : and, in their thadeil walka 
^nd loiiff protracted bow'ra, ei^y'd at noon 
1ie gloom and ooolneM of declining day. 
fo bear our ihadoi about uai seU-dcpriv'd 
If other loreen, the thin umbrella iproad, 
LDcl range an Indian watte without a tree. 
^hankt to ttenevoluN*— he iparea me yet 
*heee cbeinuta rang'd in corrciponding linca ( 
itkdt though himtelf io poliih'd, itill reprieve! 
Iio obsolete prolixity of ihade . 

Descending now (but cautiouN, leit too fait) 
I Midden iteep upon a ru»tio bridge, 
Ve paaa a gulf, in which tlio wiliowv dip 
rheir pendent bough*, ■tooping aa if to drink. 
fence, ankle deep in moNt and flow'ry thyme, 
Vo mount again, and feel at evVy atcp 
hir foot half lunk in hillocka grern and lofl, 
Uia'd by the mole, the miner of the aoil. 
le, npt unlike the great onoN of mankind, 
)ii^gurea Barth i and, plotting in the dark, 
rolla much to earn a monumental pile. 
That may record the minchirfit he hav done. 

'the aummit gAin'd, behold the proud alcove, 
rhat crowna it! yet not all its pridc! Hccurci 
The grand retreat from injuric*H impreHH'd 
By rural carvera, who with knivcH ckfarc 
The pannela, leaving an obiirure, rude imnic, 
In characterN uncouth, and Mpclt ainiMH. 
Botlrong the aeal to* immurtalixe hiniNelf 

* JoliB Coertoty Throtkmorton, Ki«., of Wottun Undt rwogrf. 



Beats ill the hreost of nwn, that ev'n a few, < 

Few transient ytars, ivon from tlic' abysa abborr'4 j 
OF blank oblivion, leem a glorious priie. 
And eren to a clown. Now roves tbe eye-, 
And, posted an this Bpeciilative lii^ig'bt, \ 

Exults in iU command. The ghcepfold here -: 

Paura out its fleecy tenanti o'er the glebe. 
At Rrsl. progreHire as a Btream, they seek 
The middle field ; but, scatter'd by deg'reea. 
Each to his choice, soon whiten all the knd. i 

Therefrom the sunburnt bnyfield home ward creeps I 
The loaded wain ; while, lighten'd of its charge, i 
nrain that meets it passes swiflly by i < 

The boorish driver leaninfj: o'er his team 
Vocif'rous, and impatient of delay. j 

Nor less attnicliii'e is the woodlaod scene, I 

Diversified with trees of ev'ry growtli, ' 

Alike, yet varioos. Here the grey amooth trankt 
Of ash, or lime, or beech, distinctly shine. 
Within the twilight of their distant «hadra j 
There, lost behind a rinng ground, the wood 
Seems sunk, and shorten'd to its topmoct boi^fn. 
No tree in all the grove bat has its charmB, 
Though each its hue peculiar; paler some, 
And of a wanniah grey, the willow such. 
And popUr, that with silver linn hi* leaf. 
And ash far-stretching his umbrageous arm i 
Of deeper green the elm ; and deeper stU), 
{,ord of the woods, the long>surviving oak. 
Some gloiay-leav'd, and shining in the tun, 
"Hie maple, and the beech of oily nuts 
Prolillc, and tbe lime at dcwj eve 
diffusing odoun i nor unnoted paw 
Tbe t^oMnoi*) capiiciout in attire, 
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(pr«en, now tnwny, and, ere tntnmn yet 

' chung'd the woodii, in Ncurlet lionoitri bright 

thmr, but far beyond (a ipacloiu map 

ill an<l VRllcy intcrpoiiM between), 

Oiiic, dividin(>; (he well-waterM land, 

glitterN in th(* min, and now retiren, 

aaliful, yet imputicnt to bo teen. 

•ncc the declivity in iharp and iihort, 
fuch the* rcnuccnt ; between them weepM 
tie naiad lirr impovVmh'd urn 
ummer lonpt which winter fllli again, 
folded gnteN would bar my progreii now, 
that the lonl* of thit enclosM demetne» 
mtinlctttlve of the good he owna, 
lita mo to a iihare ; the guiltleitit eye 
m'lta no wrf)ng, nor wavten what it enjoyi. 
sahlng change ! where now the btaxing tun i 
iiort tranmtion wc hnvc lont hii glare, 
•teppM at oncrt into a co(der cHnio. 
dien avenum * once more I mourn 
' Ate unmeritrd, oner more rejoice, 
yet a remnant of your race nurvlvei. 
■Iry and how light the graceful arch, 
iwful ait the coufiecrated roof 
lioing piouii anthemN ! while beneath 
checker'd earth leemit reNtleiw a» a flood 
h'd by the wind. Ho uportivft in the light 
thnMigti the houghii, It dancrH an tlwy dunce, 
ow and NutiMhinc intermingling quick, 
darkening and enlight'ntng, a* tht* leaver 
wanton, ev'ry moment, ev'iy upot. 

* Nne tlif fbrfffutny tiof». 
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d the thunder i but tbo monaroh owes 
n itftbllity to whnt lio itcorn*, 
ix'd b«lo\v, tho more ditturb'd «bove« 
VTf by wliicii nil crcAturo* eUo uro boundi 
tiiin, tbo Lord of nil. liim»olf derives 
ftn ndvnntHifc from n kindred cnuie, 
(trennouH toil bin liourN of Nwoetcut ease. 
tdentnry ntrrtch their U/y length 
«uitom bi(U, Init no refVenhment flnd« 
ne they need i the Ung^uid eye« the ohctit 
;ed of itN bloom, the Hncold* ithrunkf 
ItbcrM muNcle. nnd the vupld louly 
loh their owner with thut love of rotiv 
ioh he forfcitM ev'n the rent he lovei. 
oh the' nlort nnd nctlve. Meaiuro lift 
true worth, the comforti it afrordt^ 
letri nlonc Ncoinii worthy of Uic name* 
lenUh, uiid itn niKocinte in the moatp 
empor { NpiritM prompt to umlertakc, 
dt «oon vpcnt, though in an nrduoua task i 
owers of fnncy nnd strong thought are theirs f 
fft itself seems priviiogM in them 
dear exemption fVom its own defects^ 
'kling eye beNonth a wrinkled front 
Bteran shows, nnd, gracing a grey beard 
^outhfid smileN, descends toward the grave 
lUy. and old almost without deeay. 

I A coy mnideti, Ka«e, when courted most, 
St rettres-*«n idol, nt whose shrine 
tfl'nest saoriftee are invoof'd lonst.r 
vo of Nnturt» and the suencs* she drtws« 
ire's dictate* Mrange ! there should be found. 
Hf-lf-imprisen'd in their proud saioM* 
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it Nature in her green amyt 
ship's tall side he 8tand8y4)088e88'd 
)n8 prompted by intense desire : 
1 appear below, such as he left 
It, such as he would die to fin^— 
them headlong, and is seen no more. 

een is seldom felt where Flora reig^ ; 

ing eye, the petulance, the frown, 

n sadness, that o'ershade, distort, 

the face of Beauty, when no cause 

immeasurable wo appears, 

iftL. banitlies, and giyes the lair 

lies, and bloom less trannent than her own. 

onstant rerolution, stale 

less, of the same repeated jojrs, 

I and satiates, and makes lang^d life 

B pack, that bows the bearer down. 

ffers, and the spirits ebb, the heart 

oro its own choice— «t the full feast 

d— finds no music in the song, 

(less in the jest ; and wonders why. 

»nd9 still desire to journey on, 

lah, and weary of the path they tread. 

lytic, who can hold her cards, 

)t play them, borrows a friend's hand, 

nd shuffle, to divide and sort 

:led suits and sequences ; and sits^ 

ss both and spectacle, a sad 

t cipher, while her proxy plays. 

e draiirg'd into the crowded room 

supporters ; and, once seated, sit, 

downright inability to rise, 

tont bearers lift the corpse again. 

XXVI. F f 
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These speak a Umd memento. Yet ev'n these 
Themselves lov^life, and cling to it, as he. 
That overhangs a torrent, to a twig. 
They love it, and yet loath it ; fear to die. 
Yet scorn the purposes for which they live* 
Then wherefore not renounce them? No— 4he dread, 
The slavish dread of solitude, that breeds 
Reflection and remorse, the fear of shame. 
And their invet'rate habits, all forbid. 

Whom call wc gay ? Tliat honour has been long 
The boast of mere pretenders to the name. 
The innocent are gay — the Urk ia*gay, 
I'hat dries his feathers, saturate with dew. 
Beneath the rosy cloud, while yet the beams 
Of dayspring overshoot his humble nest. 
The peasant too, a witness of his song. 
Himself a songster, is as gay as he. 
But save me from tlie gayety of those. 
Whose headachs nail them to a noonday bed ; 
And save me too from theirs, whose haggard eyci 
Flash desperation, and betray their pangs 
For property stripped off by cruel chance ; 
From gayety, that fiUs the bones with pain. 
The mouth with blasphemy, the heart with wo. 

The Earth was made so various, that the mind 
Of desultory man, studious of change. 
And pleas'd with novelty, might be indulg'd. 
Prospects, however lovely, may be seen 
Till half tlieir beauties fade ; the weary sight, 
Too well acquainted with their smiles, slides ofl 
Fastidious, seeking* less familiar scenes. 
'I'hcn snug enclosures in the sheltered vale. 
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^Where frequent hedges intercept the eye, 
Delight us ; happy to renounce awhile. 
Not senseless of its charms, what still we love, 
That such short absence may endear it more. 
Then fbrests, or the savage rock, may please, 
That hides the seamew in his hollow clefts 
Above the reach of man. His hoary head, 
Conspicuous many a league, the mariner 
Bound homeward, and in hope already there. 
Greets with three cheers exulting. At his waibt 
A g^dle of half-wither'd shrubs he shows. 
And at his feet the baffled billows die. 
The common, overg^wn with fern, and rough 
With prickly gorse, that, shapeless and deform'd, 
And dang'rous to the touch, has yet its bloom. 
And decks itself with ornaments of gold, 
Yields no unpleasing ramble ; there the turf 
Smells fresh, and, rich in odorirrous herbs 
And fungous fruits of earth, regies the sense 
With luxury^ of unexpected sweets. 

There often wanders one, whom better days 
Saw better clad, in cloak of satin trimm'd 
With lace, and hat with splendid liband bound. 
A serving maid was she, and fell in love 
With one who left her, went to sea, and died. 
Her fancy followed him through foaming waves 
To distant shores ; and she would sit and weep 
At what a sailor suffers; fancy too. 
Delusive most where warmest wishes are, 
Would oft anticipate his glad return. 
And dream of transports she was not to know. 
She heard the doleful tidings of his death — 
And never smil'd ag^io * and now she roams 
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The dreary waste ; there spends the livelong day* 
And there, unless when charity forbids. 
The livelong* night. A tatter'd apron hides. 
Worn as a cloak, and hardly hides, a gown 
More tatter'd still ; and both but ill conceal 
A bosom heav'd with never-ceasing nghs. 
She beg^ an idle pin of all she meets. 
And hoards them in her sleeve ; but needful food. 
Though press'd with hunger ofl,or comelier clothes. 
Though pinch'd with cold, asks never. — Kate is 
craz'd. 

I see a column of slow rising smoke 
Overtop the lofty wood, that skirts the wild. 
A vagabond and useless tribe there 'eat 
Their miserable meal. A kettle, slung 
Between two poles upon a stick transverse, 
■Receives the morsel — flesh obscene of dog. 
Or vermin, or at best of cock piirloinM 
From his accustom'd perch. Hard-faring race! 
They pick their fuel out of ev'rv hedge, 
"Which, kindled with dry leaves, just saves u;.- 

quench*d 
The spark of life. The sportive wind blows wide 
Their flutt'ring" rag's, and shows a tawny skin. 
The vellum of the pedigree they claim. 
Great skill have they in palmistry, anfl more 
To conjure clean away the pold they touch. 
Conveying worthless dross into its pl:»cc ; 
Loud when they beg, dumb only when tiiey steal 
Strange ! that a cri*at\ire rational, and cast 
In human mould, sliould brutalize by choice 
His nature ; and, though capable of art-j, 
liy which the world might profit, and himself. 
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Self-banisVd from society, prefer 

Sach squalid sloth to honourable toil ! 

Tet even these, though feigning sickness oft 

They swathe the forehead, drag the limping limb, 

And Tex their flesh with artificial sores. 

Can change their whine into a mirthful note, 

'When safe occasion offers ; and with dance. 

And music of the bladder and the bag. 

Beguile their woes, and make the woods resound. 

Sucb health and gayety of heart enjoy 

The houseless roTcrs of the sylvan world ; 

And, breathing wholesome air, and wand'ring much, 

Need other physic none to heal the' efTects 

Of loathsome diet, penury, and cold. 

Blest he, though undistinguished from the crowd 
By wealth or dignity, who dwells secure. 
Where man, by nature fierce, has laid aside 
His fierceness, having learnt, though alow to le^i, 
The manners and the arts of civil life. 
His wants, indeed, are many ; but supply 
Is obvious, placed within the easy reach 
Of temp'rate wishes and industi^ious hands. 
Here virtue thrives as in her proper soil ; 
Not rude and surly, and beset with thorns, 
And terrible to sight, as when she springy 
(If e'er she spring spontaneous) in remote 
And barb'rous climes, where violence prevails^ 
And strength is lord of all ; but gentle, kind* 
By culture tamM, by liberty refreshed, 
And'all her fruits by radiant truth matured. 
War and the chase engross the savage whole ; 
War followed for revenge, or to supplant 
The envied tenants of some happier spot -. 

Ff2 
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The chase for sustenance^ precarious trust! 
His hard condition with severe constraint 
Binds all his faculties, forbids all growth 
Of wisdom, proves a school, in which be learns 
Sly circumvention, unrelenting hate, 
Mean self-attachment, and sbarce aught beude. 
Thus fare the shiv'ring natives of the north. 
And thus the rangers of the western world. 
Where it advances far into the deep. 
Towards the antarctic. EWn the favoor'd isles 
So lately found, although the constant sun 
Cheer all their seasons with a g^teful smile, 
Cah boast but little virtue ; and inert ' 
Through plenty, lose in morals what they gain 
In manners — victims of luxurious ease. 
These therefore I can pity, plac'd remote 
From all that science traces, art invents. 
Or inspiration teaches ; and enclos'd 
In boundless oceans never to be passed 
By navigators uninformed as they. 
Or ploughed perhaps by British bark again : 
But far beyond the rest, and with most cause, 
Thee, gentle savage* ! whom no love of thee 
Or thine, but curiosity perhaps. 
Or else vainglory, prompted us to draw 
Forth from thy native bow*rs, to show thee here 
"With what superior skill we can abuse 
The gifts of Providence, and squander life. 
The dream is past ; and thou hast found again 
Thy cocoas and bananas, palms and yams, 
Aod homestall thatch *d with leaves. But hast thou 
found 

* Oqiai. 
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Their former charms ? And, having seen our ttate, 
Our palaces, our ladies, and our pomp 
Of equipage, our gardens, and our sports, 
And heard our music ; are thy simple friends, 
Thy simple fare, and all thy plain delights, 
An dear to thee as once ? And have thy joys 
liost nothing by comparison with ours ? 
Kode as thou art, (for we retum'd thee rude 
And ignorant, except of outward show) 
I cannot think thee yet so doll of heart 
And spiritless, as never to regret 
Sweets tasted here, and left as soon as known. 
Metlunks I see thee straying on the beach. 
And asking of the surge, that bathes thy foot. 
If ever it has wash'd (Air distant shore. 
I see thee weep, and thine are honest tears, 
A patriot's for his country : thou art sad 
At thought of her forlorn and abject state, 
From which no pow'r of thine can raise her up. 
Thus Fancy paints thee, and, though apt to err. 
Perhaps ers little, when she paints thee thus. 
She tells me too, that duly tv'ry morn 
Thou climb'st the mountain top, with eager eye 
Exploring far and wide the wat'ry waste 
For sight of ship from England. Ev'ry speck 
Seen in the dim horizon turns thee pale 
With conflict of contending hopes and fears. 
But comes at last the dull and dusky eve. 
And sends thee to thy cabin, well-prepar'd. 
To dream all night of what the day denied. 
Alas ! expect it not. We found no bait 
To tempt us in thy country. Doing g^od, 
DIanteresttd g^od, is not our trade. 
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Kach provinoo of hor «rt h«r imiuaI cam. 
With nio« iiMzUioii of hor iruideil »tcrl 
Hho plouiphf « bnuieii flekl, aikI olothrv u »oil 
Ho Nt^ritn with what chnrtnii hooVi* nlw will, 
'I'hn richoNt unvu'ry uml the luvolu;ii loriitii. 
lVhc*r« fliichi IMiiloHOphy jivr ruglt; c*yr, 
With wtiich Mho kii»«ii «t yon hurniiiic (H«k 
Ihidmiiilod, Aiul ilettfotN unit couiitN hm m)ioUi? 
lit l«oiiclon. Wliem her imptont«ittii «kHct, 
With whioh ihc* onlciilalvii, ooui|jutciH, aiuI mcaiin^ 
All (liiitAiioi*, motion, itmifiiiludi*, niid now 
MaMurcN .>ii Atoini uittl mm Kirtln u wortU i 
III London. Wiioro him ronniicircr mucIi a iimrti 
80 rioliv io tlirong'd, no liraiiiMi miuI mo Nupplicdt 
Ah l«ondoii— iipulctit, ridm^'d, mid »iiii 
lnor«Min|( London ? llMbylon of ohi 
Not more th« glory of tin* curth limn Nhc, 
A mora HcooinpliiihM world'M chief tf lory now. 

Hhe liaN her pruiiie. Now murk a MpoC or two, 
TlMt M) much huuiity would do wall lu puryo } 
And ihow thiN queen of citivii llmt iO f»ir 
M«y yet \w foul 1 m witty yet ntit wi«n. 
It U not Hrrudy, ntu* cU'i^ooil report, 
Tliui h\\v in nIiicIc in diw.M|)hne 1 utorn prompt 
To* «vrn||;(* thun to pre* vent the hreAch of luw . 
ThAt Hho Ik rlKid in donounniiiK drAth 
On petty rohhei'N, niid inchdtfeN life* 
And lilii'rty, niul olH tiinnt honour too, 
To pttiMilAtom of the* public ifoUi : 
Thiit tlii«vi*H lit houui ntuNi Iiuuki hut he, that putu 
Into liiN ovrr)(n|'^M uU'l binutrd pUPMn 
'I'ho weultli of ludiuu provinccM, cMcupcH. 
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THE TIME-PIECE. 

a Iod£^ in some vast wilderness, 
iMundless contiguity of shade, 
i rumotir of oppresuon and deceit, 
uccessful or successful war, 
never reach me more. My ear is pain'd, 
jl is sick, with ey'ry day's report 
mg and outrage, with which Earth is fill'd. 
is no flesh in man's obdurate heart, 
I not feel for man ; the natural bond 
therhood is sever'd as the flax, 
alls asunder at the touch of fire, 
ds his fellow guilty of a skin 
ilour'd like his own ; and having pow'r 
force the wrong, for such a worthy cause 
) and devotes him as his lawful prey, 
intersected by a narrow frith 
each other. Mountains interposed 
enemies of nations, who had else 
:indred drops been mingled into one. 
nan devotes his brother, and destroys ; 
irorse than all, and most to be deplored 
nan nature's broadest, foulest blot, 
I him, and tasks him, and exacts his sweat 
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ITith stripes, that Mercj with a bkediofp 
Weeps, when she sees inflicted on a beast. 
Then what is man? And what man, sedng 1^ 
And haying hmnan feeluigSi' does not bhiili. 
And han; hbliead, to think hindsetfa mata i 
I would not have a shire to. till nj gtoaod. 
To carry me, to hn me while I sleeps 
And tremble when I wake, Ibr all the wealll^ 
That sinews bought and sold have erer emi'd. 
No: dearasf^edomis^andinmy heaffs 
Just estimation priz^ abofe all priee» 
I had much ratter be m|ie]f the afatre^ / - - 
And wear the bonds^ tban-flHtea them on-lteu 
We hare no stares at hottMF— Tim whgr ahfMiAf 
And they themsehres, once ibrried ote the wvie 
That parts usb are emancipate andloos^d. 
Slaves cannot breathe in England ; If their hu^ 
Receive our lur, that moment they are free ; 
They toucli our country, and their shackles fall. 
That*s noble, and bespeaks a nation proud 
And jealous of the blessing. Spread it then. 
And let it circulate through ev'ry vein 
Of all your empire ; that, where Britain's pow'r 
Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too. 

Sure there is need of social intercourse. 
Benevolence, and peace, and mutual aid. 
Between the nations in a world, that seems 
To toll the deathbell of its own decease. 
And by the voice of all its elements 
To preach the gen*ral doom.* When were the 
Let slip with such a warrant to destroy ? [winds 

^AUwIing to the ctUmitiei in Janoaici. 
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When did the waves so haughtily o'erleap 
Their ancient barriers, dehiging the dry P 
Fires from beneath, and meteors* from above. 
Portentous, unexampled, unexplained. 
Have kindled beacons in the skies ; and the' old 
And crazy Earth has had her shaking fits 
More frequent, and foregone her usual rest. 
Is it a time to wrangle, when the props 
And pillars of our planet seem to fail. 
And Naturef with a dim and sickly eye 
To wait the close of all ? But g^nt her end 
More distant, and that prophecy demands 
A longer respite, unaccompUshM yet ; 
Btill they are frowning signals, and bespeak 
Displeasure in His breast, who smites the Earth 
Or heals it, makes it languish or rejoice. 
And 'tis but seemly, that, where all deserve 
And stand expos'd by common peccancy 
To what no few have felt, there should be peac^. 
And brethren in calamity should love. 

Alas for Sicily ! rude fragments now 
lie scattered, where the shapely column stood. 
Her palaces are dust. In all her streets 
The voice of singing and the sprightly chord 
Are silent. Revelry, and dance, and show 
Buffer a syncope and solemn pause ; 
While God performs upon the trembling stage 
Of his own works his dreadful part alone. 
How does the Earth receive him ?— with what signs 
Of gratulation and delight her king ? 

•Aagastl8,l783. 

t ABoding to the fbg, that covered boCh Eoroie and A»ia, 
durioff tte wkole lunMnr of i783. 
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Pours she not all her choicest fruits abroad. 

Her sweetest flow'rs, her aromatic gums. 

Disclosing Paradise where'er he treads ? 

She quakes at his approach. Her hollow womb. 

Conceiving thunders, through a thousand deeps 

And fiery caverns, roars beneath his foot. 

The hills move lightly, and the mountains smoke, 

For he has touch'd them. From the* eztremest 

Of elevation down into the abyss [point 

His wrath is busy, and his frown is felt. 

The rocks fall headlong, and the valleys rise, 

The rivers die into oflfensive pools, 

And, charg*d with putrid verdure, breathe a gross 

And mortal nuisance into all the air. 

What solid was, by transformation strange. 

Grows fluid ; and the fix'd and rooted earth. 

Tormented into billows, heaves and swells. 

Or with vertiginous and hideous whirl 

Sucks down its prey insatiable. Immense 

The tumult and the overthrow, the pangs 

And agonies of human and of brute 

Multitudes, fugitive on ev'ry side, 

And fugitive in vain. The sylvan scene 

Migrates uplifted ; and, with all its soil 

Alighting in far distant fields, finds out 

A new possessor, and survives the change. 

Ocean has caught the frenzy, and, upwroughi 

To an enormous and overbearing height, 

Not by a mighty wind, but by that voice. 

Which winds and waves obey, invades the shore 

Resistless. Never such a sudden flood, 

Upridg'd so high, and sent on such a charge, 

Possess'd an inland scene. Where now the throng, 

That press'd the beach, and, hasty to depart. 
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TiOok'd to the sea for safety ? They are gone, 
Gone with the refluent wave into the deep — 
A prince with half his people ! Ancient towVs, 
And roofs embattled high, the gloomy scenes, 
Where beauty oft and letter*d worth consume 
Life in the unproductive shades of death. 
Fall prone : the pale inhabitants come forth, 
And, happy in their unforeseen release 
From all the rigours of restraint, enjoy 
' The terrors of the day, that sets them free. 
Who then, that has thee, would not hold thee fast, 
Freedom ! whom they that lose thee do regret. 
That ev'n a judgment, making way for thee. 
Seems in their eyes a mercy for thy sake ? 

Such evil Sin hath wrought : and such a flame 
Kindled in Heav'n, that it burns down to Earth, 
And in the furious inquest, that it makes 
On God's behalf, lays waste his fairest works. 
The very elements, though each be meant 
The minister of man, to serve his wants. 
Conspire against him. With his breath he draws 
A plague into his blood ; and cannot use 
life's necessary means, but he must die. 
Storms rise to* o'erwhelm him : or if stormy winds 
Rise not, the waters of the deep shall rise. 
And, needing none assistance of the storm. 
Shall roll themselves ashore, and reach him there. 
The earth shall shake him out of all liis holds. 
Or make his house his grave : nor so content. 
Shall counterfeit the motions of the flood. 
And drown him in her dry and dusty gulfs. 
What then ! — were they the wicked above all. 
And we the righteous, whose fast-anchor'd isle 
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Mov'd nol, while theirs was rock'd, Ukea light skifl'. 
The sport of ev'ry «»»e .' No : Done Me cle«r. 
Anil none than we more guilty. But, wheic all 
Stand chnrgvable with ^uitt, snil to the shvfti 
Of wrath obnoxious, God may choose his mxrk . 
Hay punish, ir he please, the less, to warn 
The more malignant. If he spar*!! not them. 
Tremble and be smaz'd at thine escape. 
Far ^iltier P.ngland, \et\ he spare not thee ! 

Happy the man, who sees a God employ'd^^ 
In uU the good and Ut, that cbccVer life ! ^^Hfl 
Besolvlng all events, with Ihelr effects ^^^^| 
And manifold remits, into the will ^^^H 

And arbitntlan wise of tile Supreme, ^^^1 

Did not his eye rule all things, and intend 
The least of onr concerns (since from the least 
The greatest oft origlnnte ;) could cbiincc 
Find place in hit dominion, or diapose 
One lawless particle to thwart hit plan i 
'I'hen God mif^t he surpris'd, and unforeMcn 
Contingence might alarm him, and disturb 
The smooth and equal course of hia affain. 
This truth Philosophy, though eagle-ey'd 
In nature's tendencies, oft overlooks; 
And, having found hit instrument, forgets, 
Or disregards, or, more preaumptuous ttiU, 
Denies the pow'r, that wields it. God procUlU 
His hot displeasure against foolish men. 
That Uve an atheist life : involves the Heav*!!* 
In tempetta i quits his grasp upon the winds. 
And gives them all theit fury : bid) a plague 
Kindle a fiery boll upon the skin, 
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\nd putrefy the breath of blooming Health. 

He calls for Famine, and the meagre fiend 

Blows mildew from between his shrivelPd lips. 

And tunts the golden ear. He springs hb mine^ 

And desolates a nation at a blast. 

Forth steps the spruce philosopher, and tells 

Of homogeneal and discordant springy 

And principles ; of causes, how they work 

By necessary laws their sure effects ; 

Of action and reaction : he has found 

The source of the disease, that nature feels, 

And bids the world take heart and banish fear. 

Thou fool ! will thy discov'ry of the cause 

Suspend the' effect, or heal it ? Has not God 

Still wrought by means since first he made thewqrld? 

And did he not of old employ his means, 

To drown it ? What is his creation less 

l*han a capacious reservoir of means 

Form'd for his use, and ready at his will ? 

Go, dress thine eyes with eyesalve ; ask of him, 

Or ask of whomsoever he has taught ; 

And learn, though late, the genuine cause of all. 

England, with all thy faults, I love thee still— 
My country ! and, while yet a nook is left, ^ 
Where English minds and manners may be found. 
Shall be constrain'd to love thee. Though thy clime 
Be fickle, and thy year most part deform'd 
"With dripping rains, or withered by a frost, 
I would not yet exchange thy sullen skies. 
And fields without a flow'r, for warmer France 
With all her vines : nor for Ausonia*s groves 
Of gulden fruitage, and her myrtle bow'rs. 
To shake thy senate, and from heights sublime 
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Of putriot eloquence to flub donn ftre 

Upon thy foes, «as never meant my lul 

Bitt I can feel ihy fortuncE, anii partuke 

Thy jnya and sorrows, with w true ft be>K 

At any thund'rer there. And I can feel 

Thy foUiei tooi and with a ju 

Frown at effeminates, whose very looks 

Keftect disbouour on the land I love. 

How in the name of loldicnhip uid aense. 

Should England proiper.wben such things^ aiaooih 

A«d tender as a girl, all euenc'd o'er 

With odours, and as praflie;ate aa sweet t 

Who sell theit latirel im a myrtle ureath. 

And love when Ihey should light : when such as theav 

Presume to lay their hand upon the ark 

Of ber magnificent and awful cause ^ 

•flme was when it was praise and boast cnnugh 

In eT'r3' clime, and tnvel where we nu^t. 

That we were bom her children. Piuie eiiou|^ 

To fill tbe' ■mbltion of a private mait. 

Tint Cbatbwn'i language waa hii mother tot^ue. 

And WoUs'b great name compatriot with hia own. 

Farewell tho«c bonoar^ and farewell with them 

llie hope of such hereafter ! Tbey have blfn 

Each in hi* field of glory i one in arms. 

And one in cauTwil — Wolfe upon tbe lap 

Of smiling Victory that moment won. 

And Chatham heart-«ck of hit country'* ibaBC ! 

They made ui many soldien. Chalham, (till 

Conculting England's happiness *t borne, 

Secur'd it by an uuforgiring frown. 

If any wrong'd her. Wolfe, where'er he foogfat. 

Put so much of bis heart into hi* act. 
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That hit eiMnpIo had a magnet's fbme^ 
And all wore iwift to fbllow whom all loWd. 
Thoio aunt aro set. O rise aome ottier such * 
Or all that wo have left ii empty talk 
Of old achlovometits and despair of new. 

Now hoitt the sail, and let the streamers float 
Upon the wanton brecaes. Strew the deok 
With lavender, and sprinkle liquid sweets, 
That no rude saviour maritime invade 
The nose of nice nobility ! Breathe soft 
Ye clarionets i and softer still ye flutes } 
That winds and waters, lulFd by magio sounds. 
May bear ua smoothly to the Gallic shore ! 
True, we have lost an empire— 'let it pass. 
True I we may thank the perfidy of France, 
That plok'd the jewel out of England's crown. 
With all the cunning of an envious shrew. 
And let that pass— *twas but a trick of state ! 
A brave man knows no malice, but at once 
Forgets in peace the injuries of war. 
And gives his direst foe a friend's embrace. 
And, shamM as wo have been, to the' very beard 
Brav'd and defied, ami in our own sea prov'd 
Too weak for those decisive blows, that once 
Ensur'd us mast'ry there, we yet retain 
Some small prc'emincnce ; wo justly boast 
At least superior Jockeyship, and claim 
The honours of the turf as all our own ! 
Go then, well worthy of the praise ye seek, 
\nd show the shame, ye might conceal at home. 
In fbreign eyes !— be grooms and win the plate, 
Where once your nobler fathers won a crown !— 
*Tis gen'rous to ootnmunieate your skill 
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To those tLat need it. FoUy is soon letrn'd ; 
Ami under such |)receptors who can fail '. 

Tliere is > pleasure in poetic pains, 
Which only poets know. The ihifts and turns; 
Tlie' cipedientB and inventions multiform. 
To which the mind resorta, in chaaa of lernis 
Though apt, yet coy, and difficult to win — 
To' nrrelt the fleeting images, that fill 
The mirror of the mind, aod hold Lhcm facl. 
And force them sit, till he has pencil'd off 
A fcithfitl hkeness of the forma he views; 
Then to dispose bis copies with such art. 
That each may find its most propitioua light. 
And shine by situation, hardly less 
Than by the labour and the skill jt cost ; 
Are ocupations of the poet's mind 
So pleasing', and that aleal away the thought 
With such address from themes of sad import. 
That, lost in his own musing happy man! 
He feels the' loxieties of life, denied 
Their wonted entertainment, all retire. 
Such joys has be that wnga. But ah ! not such. 
Or seldom such, the hearers of his song. 
Fastidious, or else lisUeu, or perhaps 
Aware of nothing arduous in a task 
They never undertook, they little note 
His dangers of escapes, and haply find 
Their least amusement where he found the dwsI. 
But ia amusement all f Studious of song. 
And yet ambitious not to sing in vain, 
I would nut trifle merely, though the vorid 
Re loudest in their praise, who do no more. 
Yet what can satire, whether grare or gay i 
It may correct a fbiblct mty chaitite 
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The freaks of fashion, regulate the dress> 
Betrench a swordblade, or displace a patch ; 
But where are its sublimer trophies found .^ 
What rice has it subdued ? whose heart reclaim'd 
By rigour, or whom laugh'd into reform ? 
Alas ! Leviathan is not so tam'd ; 
L.augh'd at, he laughs again ; and stricken hard 
Turns to the stroke his adamantine scales. 
That fear no discipline of human hands. 

The pulpit, therefore (and I name it fill'd 
with solemn awe, that bids me well beware 
With what intent I touch that holy thing) — 
The pulpit (when the sat'rist has at last. 
Strutting and vap'ring in an empty school. 
Spent all, his force, and made no proselyte) — 
I say the pulpit (in the sober use 
Of its legitimate, peculiar pow'rs) 
Must stand acknowledged, while the world shall 

stand. 
The most important and effectual guard. 
Support, and ornament, of Virtue's cause. 
There stands the messenger of truth : there stands 
The legate of the skies ! — His theme divine. 
His office sacred, his credentials clear. 
By him the violated law speaks out 
Its thunders ; and by him, in strains as sweet 
As angels use, the Gospel whispers peace. 
He Establishes the strong, restores the weak, 
Beclaims the wand'rer, binds the broken heart, 
And, arm'd himself in panoply complete 
Of heav'nly temper, furnishes with arms 
I3right as his own, and trains, by cv'ry rule 
Of holy discipline, to glorious war 

Vol. XXXVT. H h 



The sscraoienlal host of GoiI'g elect t 
Are all such teachers ? — would to Heav'n all were! i 
Buthark— the doctor's voice!— fast wedg'dbetweei ' 
Two empirics he rtands, and with swoln cbeela . 
Inspifei the news, bia trumpet. Keener fer 
Th»n all invective is his bold h»r«ng:ue, 
While tbroug'h that public arg»n of report 
He haih the cler^ ; and, deiying ahamc. 
Announces to the world his own and theirs ] 
He teaches thoae to read, whom whools disniiss'il. 
And collets, untaug:ht ; sells accent, lone. 
And emptusis in score, and gives to pn^i'r 
The' adagio and andanie it denandfi. 
He griiidi divinity of other days 
Down into modem use ; transforins old print 
To zigzag manuscript, and cheau the eyes 
Of ^ll*ry criUcs by a thousand arts. 
Are there who purchMe of the doctor*! wwe ? 
O, name it not in' Gath ! — it cannot be. 
That grave and learned clerki should ne<Ml pich tad. 
He doubtless Uin sport, «nd doet but dtoU, 
Assuming thus a rank unknown before- 
Grand caterer and drynnrse of the cfautch! 

I venerate tbe man, trtiow heart ia virm. 
Whose hands are pure, whoae doctrine and wIhmb 
Coincident, exhibit lu<dd proof, [Kfe, 

. TbAt be is honest in the lacred craae. 
To such I render more than mere reipect. 
Whose actions say, that they respect tbemelrM> 
But loose in morals, and in manner* win. 
In converaation frivolous, in drew 
Extreme, at once npaciou* and prafine ; 
n«quent in park with lady at hii tide. 
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Ambling and prattling acandal aa he goei } 
But rare at home, and never at hia booki, 
Or witli his pen, iavc wlien he acrawli a card ; 
Conatant at routs, fkmiliar witli a round 
Of ladyahips, a stranger to tlic poor ; 
Ambitious of preferment for its gold. 
And well-prepar'd, by ignorance and slothi 
Hy inftdelity and love of world. 
To make Uod'a work a sinecure { a alave 
To his own pleaaurea and hia patron's pride i 
From such apostles, ye mitred heada, 
Preaerve the church ! and lay not careless hands 
On akulls, that cannot teach, and will not learn. 

Would I describe a preacher, such aa Paul, 
Were be on Rartli, would hear, approve, and own, 
Paul should himself direct me. I would trace 
Hia master-strokes, and draw from his design. 
I would express him simple, grave, sincere i 
In doctrine uncorrupt : in language pUin, 
Aid plain in manner; decent, solemn, chaste. 
And natural in gesture ; much impross'd 
Himself, aa consciotis of his awful charge. 
And anxious mainly that the flock he feeds 
Ifay feel it too { affectionate in look, 
And tender in address, aa well becomea 
A messenger of grace to guilty men. 
Behold the picture I^Is it like ?^Like whom P 
The things that mount the rostrum with a skip. 
And then Hkip down again; pronounce a text; 
Cry— 'hem ; and reading what they never wrote 
Juit fifteen minutes, huddle up their work, 
And with a woUbrcd whisper close the scene * 



O Popular Applause ! what heart of nun 
Is proof against thy awe«t seducing; cIlBTms : 

e wisest and the best feel urgent need 
OF nil their caution in thy gentlest gales : 
But iweird into a gust — who then, alas ! 
With all his canvasa set, and iocipert, 
And therefore heedleas, can nithstand thy pow'r ' 

■se from the rirall'd lips of toothless balil 
Decrepitude, »,nd in Ihe looks of -han 
And craving; Poverty, »nd in the bow 
Respectful of the amutch'd artificer. 
Is oft too welcome, and may much disturb 
Tlie bias of the purpose. How mu^ more, 
I'our'd fortli by beauty splendid and polite. 
In langu^e soft as Adoration breathes > 
Ah spare your idol ! think him hunun (till. 
Charms he may have, but he has frailties too < 
Dote not too much, nor ^oil what ye admire. 

All truth is from the sempiternal source 
Of light divine. But Egypt, Greece, and Rome, 
Drew from the atreara below. More &Tour'd We 
Drink, when we choose it, at the fountain bead. 
To them it flow'd much mingled and defil'd 
With hurtful error, prejudice, and dreams 
Illusive of philosophy, so cali'd. 
But falsely. Sages idler sages strove 
in vain to filter off a crystal draught 
Pure from the lees, which often more enhanc'd 
The thirst than slak'd it, and not seldom breil 
Intoxication and delirium ffild. 
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In vain they push'd inquiry to the birth 

And springtime of the world; ask'^, Whence is man? 

Why form'd at all ? and wherefore as he is ? 

Where must he find his maker } with what rites 

Adore him ? Will he hear, accept, and bless ? 

Or does he sit regardless of his works ? 

Has man within him an immortal seed ? . 

Or does the tomb take all ? If he survive 

His ashes, where ? and in what weal or wo ? 

Knots worthy of solution, which alone 

A Deity could solve. Their answers, vague 

And all at rando*^ i, fabulous and dyrk, 

I^ft them as dark themselves. Their rules of life^ 

Defective and unsanction'd, prov'd too weak. 

To bind the roving appetite, and lead 

Blind nature to a God not yet reveal'd. 

'Tis Revelation satisfies all doubts. 

Explains all mysteries, except her own. 

And so illuminates the path of life. 

That fools discover it, and stray no more. 

Now tell me, dignified and sapient sir. 

My man of morals, nurtured in the shades 

Of Academus— 4s this false or true P 

Is Christ the abler teacher, or the schools ? 

If Christ, then why resort at ev'ry turn 

To Athens or to Rome, for wisdom short 

Of man's occasions, when in him reside 

Grace, knowledge, comfort — an unfathom'd store ? 

How oft, when Paul has serv'd us with a text. 

Has Epictetus, Plato, Tully, preach'd ! 

Men that, if now alive, would sit content 

And humble learners of a Saviour's worth. 

Preach it who might. Such was their love of truth. 

Their thirst of knowledge, and their candour too ! 



I 



And thus it U. — The pastor, either vain 
By nature, or by flatt'i-y made %a, taught 
To gaze at liis own splenilour, ajid to' exalt 
Absurdly, not his office, but himself; 
Or unenlightcn'd, and too proud to learn j 
Or vicious, and not therefore apt to tekch ; 
Perverting' often, by the stress of lewd 
And loose emniple, whom he should instruct ; 
EEpoaes, and holds up to broad disgrncc. 
The noblest (Unction, and discredits much 
The bri^test truths that man has ever seeu. 
For g'hoatly counsi^I ; if it either fall 
Below the eiigence, or be not bnck'd 
With show of love, at least with hopeful proof 
Of some sincerity on the giver'a part ; 
Or be diHhonour'd in tile' exterior form 
And mode of its conveyance by such tricJu, 
As move derision, or by foppish airs 
And histrionic mumm'ry, that let down 
The pulpit to the level of the stage ; 
Drops from the lips a disregarded thing. 
The weak perhaps are mov'd, but are not taught, 
"While prejudice in men of stronger minda 
Takes deeper root, confirm'd by what they aeci 
A relaiation of religion's hold 
Upon the roving' and iintutor'd heart - 
Soon follows, and the curb of conscience wnpp'd. 
The laity run wild.— But do they now i 
Note their extravagance, and be convinc'd. 

As nations, ignorant of God, contrive 
A wooden one ; so we, no longer taught 
By monitors, that mother church supplies. 
Now nuke our own. Poiterity will «ak 



(If e'er poiterity lee vcnie of miiui) 

Home ilfly or a hundred luttnimt luMice, 

WliAt was a monitor in (ieorKc'n tUyn ? 

My very (penile render, yei unborn, 

Of whom I needn mtml Aiif^ur better tkinipt, 

Hi nee lleav'n woirid Hure fgrow wrury of u worhl 

PriMluclive only of a rAce like oura, 

A monitor !• wood— -plAnk NliAven thin. 

We weAr it At our bAcki. There, clottely brac'd 

And neatly fitted, it compreineH Imni 

The prominent And nioHt uniiiKhtly boneA, 

And binds the thouldcrA flat. We prove its use 

Sov*reign and nio«l erTiielual to Hrnurcs 

A form, not now ifymtiaMtir. a^ tjf yorr. 

From ricketH and distortion, else our lot. 

liut thus odnumiMh'd, wu ean walk erect — 

One prK>f At least of nunhood ! whih* (lie friend 

Sticks close, a Mentor wurthy of his charge. 

Our habits, costlier than liUcuilus wore. 

And by capriee as muliiphrtl us liiit, 

Just please us whih? thn fashion is iit full. 

Hut chanifo with cv'ry moon. The sycopliant, 

Who wails to dress us, arbitral es their dale , 

Hurveys his fair reversion with keen rye i 

Finds one ill made, anoihcr obsolete. 

This fits not nicely, that is ill oonreiv'd ; 

And, makiug prixe of all that he. eondcnimi. 

With our expenditure defrays his own. 

Variety's the very spice of life, 

That fflves it all its flavour. We have run 

TtirouKli ev'ry chanife, thai Fancy, at the Unuii 

Kxliaustcd, has had tpenius to supply ; 

And, studious of mutation Hiill, discunl 

\ real elegancCf a lillh^ unM, 



A people, such as never was Ull now. 
It is a hun^j vice : — it eats up all. 
That gives society its beauty, strenftla. 
Convenience, and security, and use ; 
Hakes men mere vermin, wartby to be tnpp'il 
And gibbeted, as fast u catcbpole claws 
Can seize the slipp'ty prey : unties tiie knot 
Of union, and canvcrti the sMred banih 
That holds mankind togetlier, to a saoutjgi:. 
Profusion, deluging a stale with lusts 
Of grossest nature and of worst effects. 
Prepares it for its ruin i hardens, blinds. 
And warps, the consciences of public men. 
Till they can laugh at \'lrlue ; mock the fooI% 
That trust tliem ; and in the' end ilisdose a fac^ I 
That would have shock'd Credulity herself. 
Uumask'd, vouchsafing' this their sole excuse- 
Since all alike are selSth, why not they 1 
This does Profusion, and the' accuned caoie 
Of such deep mischief has itself • cauM. 

In colleges and balls in ancient days. 
When learning, virtue, piety, and tnitb, 
We)^ precious, and inculcated vlth care. 
There dwelt a sage call'd Discipline, Hia head, 
Klot yet by time completely ailveHd o'er 
Bespoke him past the bounds of freakiab JOHth, 
But strong for service still, and unimpair'd. 
His eye was meek and gentle, and a smite 
Play'd on his lips ; and in his speech wm haMd 
Paternal sweetness, dignity, and love. 
The occupation dearest to bis heart 
Was to encourage goodneu. He wouhl ttrakc 
■ The head of modest and ingcnuoui worth. 
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'hat blush'd at its own praise ; and press the youth 
lose to his side, that pleas'd him. Learning grew 
Seneath his care a thriving vigorous plant ; 
'he mind was well inform'd, the passions held 
ubordinate, and diligence was choice. 

* e'er it chanc'd, as sometimes chance it must, 
*hat one among so many overleap'd 

'he limits of control, bis gentle eye 
trew stem, and darted a severe rebuke : 
is frown was full of terror, and his voice 
hook the delinquent with such fits of awe, 
s left him not, till penitence had won 
ost favour back again, and clos'd the breach, 
ut Discipline, a faithful servant long, 
eclin'd at length into the vale of years : 
palsy struck his arm ; his sparkling eye 
^asquench'd in rheums of age ; his voice, unstrung, 
rew tremulous, and movM derision more 
ban rev'rence in perverse rebellious youth. 
> colleges and halls neglected much 
heir good old friend ; and Discipline at length, 
'erlook'd and unemploy'd, fell sick and died, 
hen Study lang^ish'd, Emulation slept, 
nd Virtue fled. The schools became a scene 
r solemn farce, where Ignorance in stilts, 
is cap well lin'd witli logic not his own, 
ith parrot tongue perform'd the scholar's part, 
roceeding soon a graduated dunce, 
den compromise had place, and scrutiny 
2came stone blind ; precedence went in truck, 
nd he was competent whose purse was so. 
dissolution of all bonds ensued ; 
le curbs invented for the mulish mouth 

* headstrong youth were broken ; bars and bolta 
Vol. XXXVI. I i 
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C'eW'tWiy by ilisiise i nnd massy gates 1 

Totgclt thMl'ffflice, op'ning with a touch ; 1 

IH^^wM ktrengtli are found mere mssqueradri! 
ne'ttlniPd Ci)i and (he spruce bnnd s jest,' "* 
Ainpck^«r'theii,orlil! What need of the»e ' 
Ft* ^fiXatMert, jocfeejs, brolhellers inipiire, ' 

Spendthl^tl, Aid booled sportamen, nfVner seen 
Willi b«lt«d WdUt nnd pointers at their heels, 
Tbra in aiabounds of duty i' Whut wao learn'd, ' 
If Mght WM le^rn'd in childliood, \a forgot ; 1 

And •nch expanse, u pinches parents blue, * 

And mortis^ the Tib'ral hand of love, | 

II tqiuiide^d In pursuit of idle sports 
Andfiraomijfltasuresi bujs the boy a name. ]• 
Tbit rit* a itS^s. on his fnlher'a house. j 

And oletvei t§irou^ life inseparably close J 

To him, that wears it. What can aftergnmes 
Of riper joys, and commerce irlth the world. 
The lewd v^n world, thai murt Kcei*e him aoon. 
Add to auch erudition, thus acquir'd. 
Where science and where virtue are profew'd t 
They may confirm his habits, rivet &st 
His folly, but to spoil him is a task. 
That bids defiance to the' united pow'rs 
Of fashion, dissipation, taverns, stews. 
Kow blame we most the nurslings or the nurse ,' 
Tlie children crook'd, and twisted, and defbrm'd. 
Through want of care ; or her, whose winking eje 
And slumb'ring^ oscitancy mars the brood t 
The nurse no doubt, Hegardlcss of her charp, 
She needs herself correction j need* to leun. 
That it is dang'rous sporting with the world, 
With things so sacred as a nation's trust, 
Tbe nurture of her youth, lier dewcit pkdge- 
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All are not such. I had a brother once — 
Peace to the mera'ry of a man of worth, 
A man of letters, and of manners too ! 
Of manners sweet as Virtue always wears. 
When g^y Good-nature dresses her in smiles. 
He grac'd a college,* in which order yet 
Was sacred ; and was honoured, lov'd, and wept. 
By more than one, themselves conspicuous there. 
Some minds are temper'd happily, and mix'd 
With such ingredients of good sense, and taste 
Of what is excellent in man, tliey thirst 
With such a zeal to be what they approve. 
That no restraints can circumscribe them more 
Than they tliemselves by choice for wisdom's sake. 
Nor can example hurt them ; what they see 
Of vice in others but enhancing more 
The charms of virtue in their just esteem. 
If such escape contagion, and emerge 
Pure from so foul a pool to shine abroad, 
And give the world their talents and themselves. 
Small thanks to those, whose negligence or sloth 
Expos'd their inexperience to the snare. 
And left them to an undirected choice. 

See then the quiver broken and decay 'd. 
In which are kept our arrows ! Rusting there 
In wild disorder, and unfit for use. 
What wonder, if discharg'd into the world. 
They shame their shooters with a random flight, , 
Their points obtuse, and feathers drunk with wine. 
Well may the church wage unsuccessful war 
With such artill'ry acm'd. Vice parries wide 

* Bene'c Coll. Cambrids^e, 
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^H 3T6 mc Tus. H»tk 7. 

^^m The' uodreaded vo11>'j with a anrord of slraw, 
^H And stands an impudenl and fearlcBi mark. 

^^V Hare we not track'd the felon honic, anil (bund 
^B His birthplace and bis dam ' The country mourns, 
^H Houmi because ev'ry plague, that fmj int^at 
^F Society, and that sapa uid woTins the base 
Of the' edifice, that Policy has rais'd, 
Swarma in all quarters ; meeti the ere, the ear, 
And suffocate* the breath at ev'ry turn. 
Profusion breeds them ; and the cause ilaelf 
Of that calamitous miicbicf has been found: 
Found too where moat offensive, in the skirts 
Of the rob'd pedagrigue t Else lot the' arraignM 

Stand up unconscious, and refiite Uie char^. 

^H So wlien the Jewish leader Btrelch'd hii arm, 
^^ And wav'd his rod divine, a race obscene, 

Spawn'd in the muddy beds of Nile, came forth. 
Polluting I'gTPt ' gardens, fields, and pluna, 
Were coTer*!! vith the pest ithestreetsverefill'di 
The croaking nuisance lurk'd in every nook ; 
Nor palaces, nor even chambers, 'scap'd ; 
And the landttuDk — so num'roui W4S the frf. 
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THE GARDEJSr, 

I 

As one, who long in thickets and in brakes 

Entangled winds now this way and now that 

His devious course uncertain, seeking home ; 

Or, having long in miry ways been foiled 

And sore discomfited, from slough to slough 

Plunging and half despairing of escape ; 

If chance at length he find a greensward smooth 

And faithful to the foot, his spirits rise. 

He cherups brisk his ear-erecting steed. 

And winds his way with pleasure and with ease ; 

So I, designing other themes, and cali'd 

To' adorn the Sofa with eulogium due. 

To tell its slumbers, and to paint its dreams. 

Have rambled wide. In country, city, seat 

Of academic fame (howe'er deserv'd), 

Long held, and scarcely disengag'd at last. 

But now with pleasant pace a cleanlier road 

I mean to tread. I feel myself at large. 

Courageous, and refresh'd for future toil, 

If toil await me, or if dangers new. 

Since pulpits fail, and sounding boards reflect 
Most part an empty ineffectual sound, 
"What chance that I, to fame so little known, 



should apeak to jiiirpo»e, or with better hope 
Cracfc the sitiric thong I *Twere wiser far 
For me, enntnour'd of sequcElcr'd scenes. 
And charm'd with rural beauty, to repose. 
Where chance may (hrow me, beneath elm or tIi 
Hy languid limbs, when summer sears the plains 
Or, when rough winter rag-es, on the soft 
And sheller'd Sofa, while the nitrous air 
Feeds a blue flame, and makes a cheerful hearth ; 
There, undisturb'd by Foily, and sppria'd 
How great the danger of disturbing her. 
To muse in silence, or at least confine 
Remarks, that gall so many, to the few 
My partners in retreat. Disgust conceal'd 
J» ofttimes proof of wiwlom, when the h 
la obstinate, and cure beyond our reach. 

Domeitic Happineas, thou only bliss 
Of Paradise, that hsat surviT'd the fall ! 
Though few now tasie thee unimpur'd and pure, 
Or tasting long enjoy thee ! too inGim, 
Or too incautious, to preserve thy aweets 
Unmiz'd with drops of bitter, which neglect 
Or temper sheds into thy crystal cup ; 
Thou art the nurse of Virtue, in thine arms 
She smiles, appearing, as in truth she Is, 
Heav'n-bom, and deatin'd to the skies agun. 
Thou art not known where Pleasure is ador'd, 
That reeling: goddess with the zonelesi waist 
And wand'ring eyes, atill leaning on the am 
Of Novelty, her fickle, friul support ; 
For thou art meek and constant, hating chanze, 
And finding in the calm of truth-tried lore 



eai'd _^^M 
e&D}^^H 



JSook 3. THE GARSSK. 381 

Joys, that her stormy raptures never yield. 

Forsaking thee what shipwreck have we made 

Of honour, dignity, and fair renown ! 

1^11 prostitution elbows us aside 

In all our crowded streets ; and senates seem 

Conven'd for purposes of empire less. 

Than to release the' adultress from ^er bond. 

The' adultress ! what a theme for angry verse , 

What provocation to the' indignant heart, 

That feels for injur'd love ! but I disdain 

The nauseous task, to paint her as she is. 

Cruel, abandon'd, glorying in her shame ! 

No : — let her pass, and, charioted along 

In guilty splendour, shake the public ways ; 

The frequency of crimes has wash'd them white, 

And verse of mine shall never brand the wretch, 

Whom matrons now of character unsmirch'd. 

And chaste themselves, are not asham'd to own. 

Virtue and vice had bound'ries in old time. 

Not to be pass'd ; and she, that had renounc'd 

Her sex's honour, was renounc'd herself 

By all that priz'd it ; not for prud'ry's sake. 

But dignity's, resentful of the wrong. 

'Twas hard perhaps on here and there a waif. 

Desirous to return, and not receiv'd : 

But was a wholesome rigour in the main. 

And taught the' unblemish'd to preserve with care 

That purity, whose loss was loss of all. 

Men too were nice in honour in those days. 

And judg'd offenders well. Then he that sharp'd. 

And pocketed a prize by fraud obtain'd. 

Was mark'd and shunn'd as odious. He that sold 

His Country, or was slack when she requir'd 

His ev'ry nerve in act n and at stretch. 
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Paid with tlie blooil, tliat he liiul basely apar'd, 
The price of liis default. But now — yea, now 
We Hre become 10 candid and so fair. 
So lib'ral in construclion, and so rieli 
In chrislian Gliarity, (g'oaJ-nstur'd age 1) 
That tliey ai'e safe, siniicra of eiUii:rs>;x, 
't'ranag^eiu what Jaws they may. Well dresa'di well 

Well equlpag''<l, is ticket good enough. 
To pass us reudily through ev'ry door. 
Hypocrisy, detest her *& wc may, 
f And no raau's hatred ever wrong'd her yet) 
Hay claim this merit still — that she admiti 
The worth of what she mimica with audi care. 
And thus pvcs virtue indirect appluunc ; 
But she has burnt her mask not needed here, 
Where vice has such allowance, that her shifts 
And specious sembtuiices huve lust, their use. 

I wa* a stricken deer, that left the herd 
Long since. With many an arrow deep infii'd 
My panting aide was charg'd, when I withdrew, 
To seek a tranquil death in distant tbades. 
There was I found by one, who bad himself 
Been hurt by the' archers. In hia side be bore. 
And in hia hands and feet, the cruel scars. 
With gentle force Koliciting the darts, 
He drew them forth, and heal'd, and bade me Jive 
Since then, with few auociates, in remote 
And ulent woods 1 wander, far from tboae 
My former partners of the peopled scene { 
Witli few associates, and not wishing more. 
Here much I ruminate, as much 1 may. 
With other views of men and manners now 
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I 

Than once, and others of a life to come. 

I see that all are wand'rers, gone astray 

Each in his own delusions ; they are lost 

In chase of fancied happiness, still woo'd 

And never won. Dream after dream ensues ; 

And still they dream, that they sl^all still succeed, 

And still are disappointed. Rings the world 

With the vain stir. I sum up half mankind. 

And add two thirds of the remaining half. 

And find the total of their hopes and fears 

Dreams, empty dreams. The million flit as gay, 

As if created only like the fly. 

That spreads his motley wings in the' eye of noon. 

To sport their season, and be seen no more. 

The rest are sober dreamers, grave and wise, 

And pregfnant with discov'ries new and rare. 

Some write a narrative of wars, and feats 

Of heroes little known ; and call the rant 

A history : describe the man, of whom 

His own coevals took but little note. 

And paint his person, character, and views, 

As they had known him from his mother's womb. 

They disentangle from the puzzled skein. 

In which obscurity has wrapp'd them up. 

The threads of politic and shrewd design. 

That ran through all his purposes, and charge 

His mind with meanings that he never had, 

Or, having, kept conceal'd. Some drill and bore 

The solid earth, and from the strata there 

Extract a register, by which we learn. 

That he who made it, and reveal'd its date 

To Moses, was mistaken in its age. 

Some more acute, and more industrious still* 

Contrive creation ; travel nature up 
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To the sharp peak of her sublimest height. 
And tell us whence the stars ; why some are fiz'd. 
And planetary some ; what g^ave diem first 
Rotation, from what fountain flow'd their light. 
Great contest follows, and much learned dust 
Involves the combatants ; each claiming truth. 
And truth disclaiming both. And thus they spend 
The little wick of life's poor shallow lamp 
In playing tricks with nature, giving laws 
To distant worlds, and trifling in their own. 
Is't not a pity now, that tickling rheums 
Should ever tease the lungs, and blear the sight 
Of oracles like these ? Great pity too, 
That having wielded the' elements, and built 
A thousand systems, each in his own way. 
They should go out in fume, and be forgot ? 
Ah I what is life thus spent ? and what are they 
But frantic, who thus spend it ? all for smoke — 
Kternity for bubbles proves at last 
A senseless bargain. Wlicn I see such games 
PlayM by the crexitures of a pow 'r, w ho su\.'ur> 
That he will jud:^e ihe Earth, and call Ihc f^'oi 
To a sharp reck'ning-, that has livM in vain ; 
And when I weij^h this seeming wisdom wcl). 
And prove it in tiit:' infallible result 
So hollow and so false — I feel my heart 
Dissolve in pity, and account the KarnM, 
If this be learning, most of all decei". \l. 
tircat crimes alarm tlie conTicnce, but it bleeps 
AVhile thoughtful man is plausibly amus'd. 
Defend me therefore common sense, say I, 
From reveries so airy, from the toil 
Of dropping buckets into empty wells, 
And growing old in drawing nothing up ' 
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Twere well, says one sag^e erudite, profound. 
Terribly arch'd, and aquiline his nose, 
And overbuilt with most impending brows, 
'*Twere well, could you permit the World to live 
As the World pleases : what's the World to you ? 
Much. I was born of woman, and drew milk 
As sweet as charity from human breasts. 
I think, articulate, I laugh and weep, 
And exercise all functions of a man. 
How then should I and any man that lives 
Be strangers to each other ? Pierce my vein. 
Take of the crimson stream meand'ring there, 
And chatechise it well ; apply thy glass. 
Search it, and prove now if it be not blood 
Congenial with thine own : and, if it be. 
What edge of subtlety canst thou suppose 
Keen enough, wise. and skilful as thou art. 
To, cut the link of brotherhood, by which 
One common Maker bound me to the kind ? 
True ; 1 am no proficient, I confess, 
fn arts like yours. I cannot call the swift 
And perilous lightnings from the angry clouds, 
And bid them hide themselves in earth beneath ; 
[ cannot anal}T5e the air, nor catch 
The parallax of yonder lum'nous point. 
That seems half quench'd in the immense abyss : 
Such pow'rs I boast not — neither can I rest 
A silent witness of the headlong rage. 
Or heedless folly, by which thousands die. 
Bone of my bone, and kindred souls to mine. 

God never meant, that man should scale the 
Hcav'ns 
By strides of human wisdom, in his works, 
Vol. xxxvr. K k 



386 Tiu Tui. Baot'5. 

Though wondrous : he rommandB ua in hU word 
To Beck Iiim rather, where his mercy shines. 
The mitrd indeed, cnlig'hlen'd from above, 
Views him in all ; ascribes to the B:™nd Baiise 
The grand effect; acknowledges with joj 
Hia manner, and with rapture tastes hja style- 
But never yet did philosophic tube, 
That brings the planets borne into the eye 
Of Observation, and 'liscovers, else 
Not visible, his family of worlds, 
Discover him, thst rules them; such a veil ^ 

Hangs over mortal eyes, blind from the birl]i. 
And dark in thinga divine. Full often too 
Onr wayward intellect, ihc more we leam 
Of nature, overlooks lier author more: i 

From instrumental causes proud to draw I 

Conclusions relrogijJe, and mad mistake. 
But if his word once teach us, shoot a ray 
Through all the heart's dark chambew, and rereal 
Truths undiscem'd but by that holy light. 
Then all is plain. Philosophy, bapliz'd 
In the pure fountain of eternal love. 
Has eyes indeed; and viewing all she sees 
Ab meant to Indicate a Gud to man. 
Gives /am bis praise, and forfeits not her own, 
Learninif has borne such fruit in other days 
On all her branches: piety has found 
Friends in the friends of science, and true pray'r 
Has flow'd from lips wet with Castalian dews. 
Such was thy wisdom, Newton, childlike sage' 
Sagacious reader of the works of God, 
And in his word sagacious. Such too thine, 
Milton, whose genius bad angelic winga, 
.And fed on manna! And such thine, in vhom 
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'itiih Themis gloried with just cause, 
tal Hale ! for deep discernment prais'd, 
•und integrity, not more than fam'd 
icity of manners undefil'd. 

lesh is grass, and all its glory fades 
le fair flow'r dishevell'd in the wind ; 
have wings, and grandeur is a dream, 
an we celebrate must find a tomb, 
e that worship him ignoble graves, 
g is proof against the gen'ral curse 
ity,ithat seizes all below, 
ily amaranthine flow'r on E^rth 
le ; the' only lasting treasure, truth* 
lat is truth ? 'Twas Pilate's (question put 
Jth itself, that deign'd him no reply, 
herefore ? will not God impart his light 
m that ask it ? — Freely — 'tis his joy, 
)ry, and his nature to impart, 
the proud, uncandid, insincere, 
."ligent inquirer, not a spark. 
} that, which brings contempt upon a book, 
im who writes it, though the style be neat, 
ethod clear, and argument exact I 
nakes a minister in holy things 
:)y of many, and th^e dread of more, 
.me a theme for praise and for reproach ? — 
ivhile it gives us worth in God's account, 
ciates and undoes us in our own ? 
pearl is it that rich men cannot buy, 
earning is too proud to gather up ; 
hich the poor, and the despis'd of all, 
ind obtain, and often find unsought ; 
le — and I will tell thee what is truth. 



O A^end); to the best pursuits of msn, J 

Friendly to tliought, to virtue, vndto peace, ^ 

Domestic life in rural pleusuce piu'd ! | 

Few know thy value, and few laste tliy sweets ; 
Though nuny bo»at thy favouri, and affect 
To understand and choose thee for thrar own- 
But fooliah man foregoes his proper bliss, 
Ev'n as Uis first progenitor, and quits, J 

Though plac'd in Paradis!-, (for Earth has still 1 

Some traces of her youthful beauty left) U 

Substantia happiness for transient Joy. I 

Scenes form'd for contemplation, and to nurse 
The growing seeds of n-isJom ; that suggest. 
By ev'ry pleasing image they present, 
Keflections such as meliorate the heart, _ 

Compose the pasaiuns, and cialt the mind; J 

Scenes such as these 'tis his supreme deligbt ^^ 
To fill with riot, und defile with blood. 
Should some contagion, kind to the poor bnitet 
We persecute, annihilate tbe tribes. 
That dntw the sportsman over hill and dale 
Fearless and rapt away from all hia cares ; 
Should never game-fowl hatch her egga again. 
Nor buted hook deceive the fish's eye ; 
Could pageantry and dance, and feast and song. 
Be quell'd in all our summer-months' retreata ; 
How many self-deluded nymphs and swains. 
Who dream they have a taste for fields and grovel. 
Would find them hideous nurs'ries of the spleen, 
And crowd the roada, impatient for the town ! 
They love the country, and none else, who aeek 
For their own sake its ulence, and its shade. 
Delights which who would leave, that hai* heart 
Susceptible of pity, or a mind 
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Cultur'd and capable of sober thought, 

"For all the savage din of the swift pack, 

And clamours of the field ? — Detested sport. 

That owes its pleasures to another's pain ; 

That feeds upon the sobs and dying shrieks 

Of harmless nature, dumb, but yet endued 

With eloquence, that agonies inspire. 

Of nlent tears and heart-distending sighs ? 

Viun tears, alas, and sighs that never iind 

A corresponding tone in jovial souls ! 

Well— one at least is safe. One sheltered hare 

Has never, heard the sanguinary yell 

Of cruel man, exulting in her woes. 

Innocent partner of my peaceful home, 

Whom ten long years' experience of my care 

Has made at last familiar ; she has lost 

Much of her vigilant instinctive dread, 

Not needful here, beneath a roof like mine. 

Yes — thou mayst eat thy bread, and lick the hand 

That feeds thee ; thou mayst frolic on the floor 

At ev'ning, and at night retire secure 

To thy straw couch, and slumber unalarm'd ; 

For I have gain'd tliy confidence, have pledg'd 

All that is human in me, to protect 

Thine unsuspecting gratitude and love. 

If I survive thee, I will dig thy grave ; 

And, when I place thee in it, sighing say, 

I knew at least one hare that had a friend. 

How various his employments, whom the world 
Calls idle ; and who justly in return 
Esteems that busy world an idler too ! 

Kk2 
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FrienUa, books, n garden, and perliBps bis pen. 

Delightful industry enjoy'd at home. 

And Nature in hct cultivnted trim 

Uresa'd to his taste, inviting tiim abroad — 

Can he want occupatian, wbo bas these.' 

Will he be idle, who bos much to* enjoy f 

He thererore atudioua of bborimu eaae. 

Not itothful, bappy to deceive the time, 

Not waste it, and aware that human life 

Is but a loan to be repaid with uK, 

When He ihatl call his debtors to account. 

From wbom are all our blessings, buaincsa findi 

Ev'n here ; while sedulous I seek to' improve. 

Al least neglect not, or leave uncmploy'il. 

The mind he g«ve me i driving it, though alack 

I'oo oft, and much impeded in its work 

By causes not to be divuVd in vain, '' 

To its ju5t point— the service of mankind, 

He, that attenda to his interior self. 

That has a heart, and keeps it ; has a mind 

That hungers, and supplies it ; and who seeks 

A social, not a dissipated life. 

Has buuncss ; feels himself engag'd to* achieve 

No unimportant, though a silent, task. 

A life all turbulence and noise may seem 

To him that leads it wise, and to be prais'd ; 

Uut wisdom is a peart with most success 

Sought in still water, and beneath clear skies. 

He that is ever occupied in storms. 

Or dives not for it, or brings up instead. 

Vainly industrious, a di^raceful prize. 

The morning finds the self-sequeater'd nun 
Fresh fot his task, intend wbM task be tsuy. 
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Whether inclement seasons recommend 

His warm but simple home, where he enjoys 

IVith her, who shares his pleasures and his heart. 

Sweet converse, sipping calm the fragrant lymph, 

IVhich neatly she prepares ; then to his book 

Well chosen, and not sullenly perus'd 

In selfish silence, but imparted oft. 

As aught occurs, that she may smile to hear. 

Or turn to nourishment, digested well. 

Or if the garden with its many cares. 

All well repud, demand him, he attends 

The welcome call, conscious how much the hand 

Of lubbard Labour needs his watchful eye, 

Oft loit'ring lazily, if not o'erseen, 

Or misapplying his unskilful strength. 

Nor does he govern only or direct. 

But much performs himself. No works, indeed, 

That ask robust, tough sinews, bred to toil. 

Servile employ ; but such as may amuse. 

Not tire, demanding rather skill than force. 

Proud of his well-spread walls, he views his trees, 

That meet, no barren interval between. 

With pleasure more than ev'n their fruits afford ; 

Which, save himself who trains them, none can feel. 

These therefore are his own peculiar charge ; 

No meaner hand may discipline the shoots. 

None but his steel approach them. What is weak, 

Distemper'd, or has lost prolific po^'rs. 

Impaired by age, his unrelenting hand 

Dooms to the knife : nor does he spare the soft 

And succulent, that feeds its giant g^wth. 

But barren, at the' expense of neighb'ring twigs 

Less ostentatious, and yet studded thick 

With hopeful gems. The rest, no portion left. 
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That may disg^ce his art, or disappoint 
Larj^e expectation, he disposes neat 
At measur'd distances, that air and sun. 
Admitted freely may afford their aid. 
And ventilate and warm the swelling buds. 
Hence Summer has her riches. Autumn hence. 
And hence ev'n Winter fills his withered hand 
Witli blushing fruits, and plenty not his own.* 
Fair recompense of labour well bestow'd, 
And wise precaution ; which a clime so rude 
Hakes needful still, whose Spring is but the child 
Of churlish Winter, in her froward moods 
Discovering much the temper of her are. 
For oft, as if in her the stream of mild 
Maternal nature had reversed its course, 
She brings her infants forth with many smiles ; 
But once delivered kills them with a frown. 
He therefore timely warn'd liimself supplies 
Her want of care, screening and keeping warm 
The plenteous bloom, that no rough blast ma\ 

sweep 
His garlands from the boughs. Again, as oft 
As the sun peeps and vernal airs breathe mild. 
The fence withdrawn, he gives them evVy beam. 
And spreads liis hopes before the blaze of day. 

To raise the prickly and green-coated gourd. 
So grateful to the palate, and when rare 
So coveted, else base and disesteem'd — 
Food for the vulgar merely — is an art 
That toiling ages have but just matured, 
And at this moment unassay*d in song. 

* Miniturque noroi fructus et non stia porot* Fiif;. 
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Yet g^ats have had, and frog^ and mice, long since. 

Their eulogy; those sang the Mantuan bard. 

And these the Grecian, in ennobling strains; 

And in thy numbers, Phillips, shines for aye 

The solitary shilling. Pardon then. 

Ye sage dispensers of poetic fame. 

The ambition of one meaner far, whose pow'rs. 

Presuming an attempt not less sublime. 

Pant for the praise of dressing to the taste 

Of critic appetite, no sordid fare, 

A cucumber, while costly yet and scarce. 

The stable yields a stercoraceous heap, 
' Impregpiated with quick fermenting salts. 
And potent to resist the freezing blast : 
For, ere the beech and elm have cast their leaf 
Deciduous, when now November dark 
Checks vegetation in the torpid plant 
Expos'd to his cold breath, the task begins. 
Warily therefore, and with prudent heed. 
He seeks a favoured spot ; that where he biulds 
The' agglomerated pile his frame may front 
The sun's meridian disk, and at the back 
Enjoy close shelter, wall, or reeds, or hedge 
Impervious to the wind. First he bids spread 
Dry fern or litter'd hay, that may imbibe 
The' ascending damps ; then leisurely impose, 
And lightly, shaking it with agile hand 
From the full fork, the saturated straw. 
lYhat longest binds the closest forms secure 
The shapely side, that as it rises takes. 
By just degrees, an overhan^ng breadth, 
Shelt'ring the base with its projected eaves ; 
The' uplifted frame eompact at ev'ry joint, 



And overlaid villi clear imaslucent glnu. 
Be spttlea next upon th« alopiiiK nuant, 
Whose sliarp declivity Rhouls ull' secure 
From tht: dastiM pane tlic deluge aa it falla- 
He sliuta It ctoae, ind the first labour end*. 
Thrice must tlie vulublc and resllE«B Earth 
Spin round upon her axle, ere tlie varinlh> 
Slow gatli'riiig in the midst, Ihrougti the ■quitrii 

DifTusM, iitlain the auriiicc : when, behold ! 
A pestilent Knd must corrosive steam, 
LJlle a gross fog UxotiuTi, rising hst. 
And fust condenii'd upon the dewy aaah. 
Asks egress ; which obutio'd, the ovcrcharg'd 
And drencli'd conseryBtorf breathes abroad. 
In rolunea wbealing bIowi the vapour dftnk i 
And, purified, rejoiL-ea to have lost 

lite' impatient tetvour, which it fir^t conceives 
Within Its reeking' busum, threat'ning' death 
To his youn)( hopes, requiring discreet deUy. 
Experience, alow preceptress, teaching oft 
The way to glory by miscarriage foul. 
Must prompt him, and admonish how to catch 
The' auspicious moment, when the temper'd heat. 
Friendly to vital motion, may afford 
Soft fomenlation, and invite tlie seed. 
The seed, selected wisely, plump, and smooth, 
And glossy, he commits to pots of site 
Diminutive, well lill'd with well-prepar'd 
And fruitful soil, tliat has bten treasur'd long. 
And drnnlc no moiMure from the dripping cloud!'. 
Tlicse on the warm and fcenial earth, that bid«a 
The smoking manure, knd o'erspreadi it all. 
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He pUcsB lightly, and, as lime subdues 

The ragt of fermentation, plunges deep 

In the soft medium, till they stand immers'il. 

Then rise the lender germea, iipgtarting quick. 

And spresdinft wide their spongry lobes ; at Brat 

Pale, ffan, and livid ; but assuming soon, 

If fann'd by bnlmy and nutritioiii air, 

Strain'd through the friendly Inats, a vivid green. 

Two leaves pmiluc'd, two rough indented leaves. 

Cautious he jiinches from the second stalk 

A pimple, that portends a future sprout 

And interdictsita growth. Thence straight succeed 

The branches, sturdy to Ills utmost wish ; 

Prolilic all, and harbingers of more. 

I'he crowded root* demand enlargement now. 

And transplantation in un ampler space. 

Indulg'd in what tliey wish, they soon supply 

Large foliage, overshad'wiiig golden flow'rs, 

Blown on the summit of the' apparent fruit. 

These have their sexes! and, when summer shines, 

The bee transports the fertilizing meal 

From flow'p to floiv'r, and ev'n the breathing air 

Wafts the rich prjie to its appointed use. 

Not so when winter scowU. Assistant Art 

I'hen acts in Nature's oflice, brings to pass 

The glad espousals, and ensures the crop. 

Grudge not, ye rich, (since Luxury must have 
His dainties, and the World's more num'roua half 
Ijves by contriving delicatea for you) 
tirudge not the cost. Ye little l^now the caret, 
The vi^lance, the labour, and the skill. 
That day and night are esercia'd, and hang 
Upon the ticklish balance of ntspeiue, 



TM xt iwgr gwnlili yoor piafbM mvdM • 
With NmiMr Ihi&to broiiglit iNlii bf vteif'MiM. 
Tm thoaiMid daofen Ite In wait to thvHl 

MoUtUN Md drou^itf mici^ wonM^ 

Minute u diiit» and nmnbariaiib oft worts 
DIro diiappolnUiiami that admita «o omo^ 
And whieh no eara oan obviate, ttwoiw 
Too lonft te toll tho* oKptdloataand AoiMibt 
Whieh ha that fighta a leaaon ao aovore 
Davlaai^whilohafuafdahlatondortnMlf .. ^ 
And oft at hwt In Tain. ThakMrn'dandwiao 
Saroaatic would axobim, and Judfa tiio oa^f 
Cold u iu thame^ and Uka ita thomo tho Mt 
Of too muoh hibouFi worthleia whon pfoiaaM* '' 

Who lovcH a garden loves a greenhouse too. 
UncouHcioui of* u lens propitious clime» 
There blootni exotic beauty, warm and anug. 
"While the windH whistle, uiul the snows descend. 
The spiry myrtle with unwithVtng leaf 
HhineN there, and flouriuhc.s. The golden boast 
Of Portugal and wcHtcrn India there, 
The ruddier orange, and the paler lime, 
Peep through their poli.HhM fohage at the storm, 
And Hceni to sniiln at what they need not fear. 
The' anionuini there witii intermingling flow'rs 
And cherries hangs her twigN. (icranium bosstA 
Her crimson honours; and the spangled beau, 
Ficoides, glitters bright the winter long. 
All plants, of cv'ry leaf, that can endure 
The winter's frown, if screened from his shrewd bite » 
Live there, and prosper. Those Ausonia claimf. 
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Bvantine regions theie i the' Asorei lend 
heir jeiMmine, her JeManiine remote 
lAVaia : foreignert from miiny landi, 
hey form one lociiil »hiide, m if conven'd 
Y magio lummoni of the' Orphean lyre. 
Bt juat arrangement, rarely brought to pafa 
lit by a maiter'a hand, ditpoting well 
he g«y diveriitief of leaf and flow'r, 
uit lend its aid to' illustrate all their charms, 
nd dress the reguUr yet various scene, 
lant behind plant aspiring, in the van 
he dwarflshi in the rear retir'd, but still 
jblime above the rest, the statelier stand. 
> once were rang'd the sons of Ancient Uome, 
noble show ! while Roscius trod the stage s 
nd so, while Oarrick, as renown'd as he, 
he sons of Albion t fearing each to lose 
>me note of Nature's music f^'om his lips, 
nd covetous of Bliakspcure's beauty, seen 
I ev'ry flash of his far-beaming eye. 
or taste alone and well contriv'd display 
ifBce to give the marshall'd ranks the grace 
f their complete effect. Much yet remains 
nsung, and many cares are yet behind, 
nd more laborious i cares on which depends 
heir vigour, injur'd soon, not soon restor'd. 
ho soil must be renow'd, which often wash'd 
9ses its treasure of salubrious salts, 
nd disappoints the roots; the slender roots 
lose interwoven, where they meet the vase 
ust smooth be shorn away » the sapless branch 
ust fly before the knife i the withcr'd leaf 
ust be detaoh'd, and where it strews the floor 
vept with a woman's neatness, breeding else 
Vol. XXX VJ. t. I 
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Contagion, and disseminating' death. 
Discharge but these kind offices, (and who 
Would spare^ that loves them, offices like these P) 
Well they reward the toil. The sight is pleas'd. 
The scent r«g«rd, each odorifVoui leaf, 
Each op'ning blossom, freely breathes abroad 
Its gratitude, and thanks him with its sweets. 

So manifold, all pleasing in their kind. 
All healthful, are the* emplojrs of rural life> 
Reiterated as the wheel of time 
Runs round ; still ending, and beginning stiti. 
Nor are these alL To deck the shapely kii<41. 
That softly swell'd and gaily dress'd appears 
A flow'ry island, from the dark green lawn 
Emerging, must be deem'd a labour due 
To no mean hand, and asks the touch of taste. 
Here also grateful mixture of well-match'd 
And sorted hues (each giving each relief, 
And by contrasted beauty shining more) 
Is needful. Strength may wield the ponderous spadCi 
May turn the clod, and wheel the compost home ; 
But elegance, chief grace the garden shows, 
And most at-^ractive, is the fair result 
Of tliought, the creature of a polish'd mind. 
"Without it all^s gothic as the scene, 
To which the' insipid citizen resorts 
Near yonder heath; where industry misspent, 
But proud of his uncouth ill-chosen task. 
Has made a Heav*n on Earth ; with suns and moons 
Of close-ramm'd stones has charj(*d tlie' encum* 

berM soil, 
And fairly laid the zodiac in the dust. 
He therefore, who would see his flow'rs disposed 
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Sightly Mid in jott order, ere he givei 

The bodi the trufted treasure of their leedH, 

ForecoMttthc future whole ( that when the hcoiic 

Shall break into ita preconcelv*d display, 

£ach for itself, and all as with one voice 

Conspiring, may attest his bright design. 

Nor oven then, dismissing as performed 

His pleasant work, may he suppose it done. 

Few self-supported flow*rs endure the wind 

IJnii^jur'd, but expect the' upholding aid 

Of the smooth-shaven prop, and, nratly tied. 

Are woddcd thus, like beauty to old ugr. 

For Interest sakoi the living to the dead. 

flome clothe the soil that feeds thnni, far diflus'il 

And lowly creeping, modest and yet fair, 

JJko virtue, thriving most where little seen : 

Some more aspiring oatoh the neighbour slirub 

With obsping tendrils, ami invest his branch. 

Else unadorn'd, with many a gay festoon 

And frftgrant owaplet, recompensing well 

The strength they borrow with the grace they lend. 

AU hftte the rank society of weeds, 

Noiaome, and ever greedy to exhaust 

The' impoverish 'd earth i an overbearing race, 

Tliat, like the multitude made faction-mad, 

Disturb good order, and degrade true worth. 

Q blest secliision fVom a jarring worM, 
Which he, thus occupied, enjoys ! lictreat 
Cannot indeed to guilty man restore 
Lost innocence, or cancel follies past i 
JPut it has peace, and much secures the mind 
From all assaults of evil ^ proving still 
A faithful barrier, not o'erlcap'd with ea/ie 
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IS CuUotn, ragging iincontroll'd 
Abroad, und desulutitig public life. 
When fierce Temptation, aeconded within 
By tnitar Appetite, ami Hrm'd with darti i 

Tcmper'd In Hell, inriideB the throbbing bretltt.^ 
To combat may be g4uriaus, and siicceaa i 

Perhaps may crown ua : but to fly is safe. 
Hud I the choice of sublunary good. 
What could I wish, that I possess not here ! 
Health, leisure, ineKns to' improve it, rriendshl 

No looie or wanton, (hough a wand'ring, tnuac. 
And constant occiipatlon without oare. ' 

Thus blest I draw a picture of that blias ; I 

Hopeless indeed, that diasipated minds. 
And profligate abusers of a world 
Created fair so much in vain fur them, 
Should seek the guiltleas joys, that I describe, 
Allur'd by my report : but sure no leas, 
Th»t »elf-condemn'd they must neg'lect the prize. 
And what they will not taste must yet improve. 
What we admire we praise i and, when we piuae, 
Advance it into notice, that, its worth 
Acknowledg'd, others may admire it too. 
I therefbre recammend, though at the risk 
Of popular disgust, yet boldly still. 
The cause of piety, and sacred truth, 
And virtue, and those scenes, which God ordain'i) 
Should beat aeeure them, and promote them most 
Scenes that I love, and with refp^t perceive 
Forsaken, or through folly not en joy 'd. 
Pure is the nymph, though lib'ral irfher smiles. 
And chaste, though uncontin'd, whom I eitol. 
It the f rince in Shushan, when he cill'd, 
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Vainglorioua of her charms, his VmUiI forth, 

To g^ce the fall pavilion. His design 

Was but to boast his own peculiar good, 

Which all might view with envy, none partake. 

My charmer is not mine alone ; my sweets. 

And she, that sweetens all my bitters too. 

Nature, enchanting Nature, in whose form 

And lineaments divine I trace a liand. 

That errs not, and find raptures still renew'd. 

Is free to all men — universal prize. 

Strange that so fair a creature should yet want 

Admirers, and be destinM to divide 

With meaner objects evHi the few sh^ finds ! 

Strip'd of her ornaments,, her leaves and ilow'rs. 

She loses all her influence. Cities then 

Attract us, and neglected Mature pines 

Abandoned, as unworthy of our love. 

But are not wholesome airs, though unperfum'd 

By roses } and clear suns, though scarcely felt \ 

And groves, if unharmonious, yet secure 

I'Yom clamour, and whose very silence charms ; 

To be preferr'd to smoke, to the eclipse. 

That metropolitan volcanoes make, 

Whose Stygian throats breathe darkness all day 

long; 
And to the stir of Commerce, driving slow, 
And thund'ring loud, with his ten thousand wheels ; 
They would be, were not madness in the head. 
And folly in the heart ; were England now. 
What England was, plain, hospitable, kind. 
And undebauch'd. But we have bid farewell 
To all the virtues of those better days. 
And all their honest pleasures. Mansions once 
Knew their own masters ; and laborious hinds, 

LI 2 






■Who hiil su.rvi*'d the father, serv'd the i 

How the legitimate and rightful lord 

Js but a transient guest, newly alrir' ' 

Aa soon to be gupplnnted. He, that saw 

His patrimonial timber cast its lenf, 

Sells the last scantling', and tmnsrers the price 

To some shrewd sharper, ere it buds agmn. 

K&lutes are landscapes, gaz'A upon awbile. 

Then adrertis'd, and auctloneer'd awaj'. 

Tlie country starves, and tliey, that feed the* o'er 

' And surfeited lewd town with her fair dues, 
Uy a. just judgment Strip and start'c themrelves. 
The wing-a, that waft our riches out of sight. 
Grow on the gamester's elbows, and the' alert 
And nimble motion of those re sll ess joints, 

ItnproTentent too, the idol of the age. 
Is fed with many a victim. Lo, he cornea ! 
The' omnipotent mi^cian. Brown, appears '. 
Down Mis the venerable pile, the' abode 
Of our forefathers — a grave whisker'd race, 
But tasteless. Springs a palace in ita stead. 
But in a distant spot ; where more expoi'd 
It may enjoy the' advantage of the nOTth, 
And aguish eaat, till time shall have transform'd 
Those naked acres to a sheltering grore. 
He speaks. The lake in fi'snt becomes * lawn ; 
Woods vanish, bilh subside, and vaDeya Hm t 
And streams, as if created for hia use. 
Pursue the track of hii directing wand. 
Sinuous or stnugfit, now rapid and now slow. 
Now munn'ring soft, now rotring in casctdea — 
Er'n uhe bids'. The* etuvptar'd owner smiles. 
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'Us finish'd, and yet, finish'd as it seems, 

Still wants a grace, the loveliest it could show, 

A mine to satisfy the' enonnous cost. 

Drain'd to the last poor item of his wealth. 

He sig^ departs, and leaves the' accomplished 

plan. 
That he has touch'd, retouch'd, many a long day 
Laboured, and many a night pursu'd in dreams. 
Just when it meets his hopes, and proves the 

Heav'n 
He wanted, for a wealthier to enjoy ! 
And now perhaps the glorious hour is come, 
When, having no stake left, no pledge to' endear 
Her int'rests, or that g^ves her sacred cause 
A moment's operation on his love, 
He burns with most intense and flagrant zeal, 
To serve his country. Ministerial grace 
Deals him out money from the public chest ; 
Or, if that mine be shut, some private purse 
Supplies his need with a usurious loan. 
To be refunded duly, when his vote 
WeH-manag'd shall have earn'd its woKhy price. 
O innocent, compar'd with arts like these. 
Crape, and cock'd pistol, and the whistling ball 
Sent through the trav'ller's temples! He, that 

finds 
One drop of Heaven's sweet mercy in his cup, 
Can dig, beg, rot, and perish, well content. 
So he may wrap himself in honest rags 
At his last gasp ; but could not for a world 
Fish up his dirty and dependent bread 
From pools and ditches of the comuionwealtb, 
Sordid and sick'ning at his own success. 



Btctl, ^^^M 



Ambition, av'rice, ponuiy incurr'd 
My endleu riot, vuiity, titc lust 
Of pleasure and viiriety, deipntch. 
As duly as til e swjJJows disappenr, 

H'orld of wand'ring hnlg-lita and squires lu 

The 



That Bucks him : there tile sycoplianl, and lie 
Vho, with barchcailcd and ohsecjuiniis bows. 
Begs a warm uffice. doom'd to a cold jail 
And groat per diem, if Ilia patron frown. 
Tlie levee Bwarma, aa if in g-oldeu pomp 
Were chamctcr'd on every atatesman's door, 



Tiiest are tlie clianns, that sully and eelipse 
The charms of nature, lis the cruel giipc. 
That lean, hsrd-handed Poverty iu&icta. 
The hope of better things, the chsnce to win. 
The wish to shine, the thirst to be amus'd. 
That at the sound of Winter's jiiwiy wing 
Unpeople all our couJities of such herds 
Of ftutt'ring, bil'ring, cringings heg^n^, loose. 
And wanton vagrants, as mate LoDdop, vut 
And boundless as it is, * crowded coop. 

O thou, resovt swl mart of all the Kvfit, 
Checker'd with all complexioii* ojiiUMifcio^i 
And spotted with all crinwsi in whom I act 
Much that I love,.aa4 raona Uuft 1 adinire. 
And all that 1 abhor i .thou freckled lair, . 
That pleaMSt and yet abock'st me, 1 can laugh, 
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And I can weep, can hope, and can despond. 
Feel wrath and pity, when I think on thee ! 
Ten righteous would have say'd a city once. 
And thou hast many righteous. — Well for thee — 
That salt preserves thee ; more' corrupted else» 
And therefore more obnoxious, at this hour. 
Than Sodom in her day had pow'r to be, 
For whom God heard his Abr'ham plead in vain. 
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^r That ye may garnish your profuse regales 

H With aummer fruits hrougbt forth by wintTy sun«. 

r Ten thousand dangers iic in wait to thwart 

The process. Heat and cold, und wioil, and sleam, 
« Moiatuce and drouglit, mice, worms, and svarming 
Ka, 
Minute as dust, and numberless, oft work 
Dire diaappointmcnt, ttiat ndmits no cure. 
And which no cnre can obviate. It were long. 
Too long, to tell the' expedients and the shifts, 
Wliich he tliat fights a season so severe 
Devises, while he i^uanls hia tender trust; 
And ott at last in vain. The learn'd and wise 
Borcastic would exclaim, and judge the song 
Cold as its theme, and like ils theme the truit 
Of too much labour, worthless when produc'd. 

Who loves a garden loves a greenhouse too. 
Unconscious of a less propllious clime. 
There blooms exotic beauty, warm and snug. 
While the winds whistle, and the snows descend. 
The spiry myrtle with unwith'ring leaf 
Shines tliere, and flouriabes. The golden boaEt 
Of Portugal and western India there. 
The ruddier orange, and the paler lime, 
l>eep tbrough their pulisli'd foliage at the stonn, 
And seem to smile at what they need not fear. 
The' amomum there with intermingling flow'xs 
And cherries hangs licr tuigs. Geranium boast< 
Her ciimson honours , and ihe spangled beau, 
ficoides, glitters bright the winter long. 
All plants, of ev'iy leaf, that can endure 
The winter'afrown, if screen'd from his shrewd bite, 
Uve there, and prosper. Those Ausonia clainu. 
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